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DEDICATION. 


My Fatuer! unto thee to whom I owe’ 

All that I am, all that I have and can ; 

Who madest me in thyself the sum of man 
In all his generous aims and powers to know, 
These first-fruits bring I; nor do thou fore go 

Marking when I the boyish feat began, 


Which numbers now near three years from its plan, 


Not twenty summers had imbrowned my brow. 

Life is at blood-heat every page doth prove. 
Bear with it! Nature means Necessity. 

If here be aught which thou canst love, it springs 
Out of the hope that I may earn that love 

More unto me than immortality ; 


Or to have strung my harp with golden strings. 


Bisiteed » Google 


FESTUS. 


Scene— Leuven, 


GOD. 


Erexsity hath snowed its years upon them; 
And the white winter of their age is come, 

r 

lhe world and all its worlds; and all shall end. 


SERAPHIM. 


God! God! God! 

As flames in skies 

We burn and rise 

And lose ourselves in Thee! 
Years on years! 

And nought appears 

Save God to be. 

God! God! God! 

To us no thought 

Hath being brought 
Toward Thee that doth not move! 
Years on years! 

And what appears 

Save God to love ? 


wD 


FESTUS. 


God! God! Ged! 

All Thou dost make 

Lies like a lake 

Below Thine infinite eye: 
Years on years! 

And all appears 

Save God to die. 


CHERUBIM. 


As sun and star 

How high or far 

Shew but a boundless sky; 

So creature mind 

Is all confined 

To shew Thee, God, most High! 
The sun still turns, 

The sun still burns 

Round, round himself and round ; 
So creature mind 

To self’s confined, 

But Thou God hast no bound! 
Systems arise 

Or a world dies 

Ivach constant hour in air ; 

But creature mind 

In heaven confined, 

Lives on like Thee, God! there. 


SERAPHIM AND CHERUBIM TOGETHER, 


God! God! God! 

Thou fillest our eyes 

As were the skies 

One burning, boundiess sun! 


FESTUS. 5 


While creature mind 
In path confined 
Passeth a spot thereon. 


God ! God! God! 


Lucifer appears im Heaven. 


» 


GOD. 


What wouldst thou Lucifer? 
LUCIFER. 


There is a youth 
Among the sons of men I fain would have 
Given up wholly to me. 


GOD. 


He is thine 
To tempt. 


LUCIFER. 
I thank Thee God. 
GOD. 


Upon his soul 
Thou hast no power. All souls are mine for aye ; 
And I do give thee leave to this, that he 
May know my love is more than all his sin ; 
And prove unto himself that noucht but God 
Can he enough to the souls He maketh great. 


THE HOLY GHOST. 
And I will hallow him to the end of heaven, 
That though he dip his soul in sin like a wick 
In wax, it shall be glory still to God. 


4. PFNSTUS. 


And he shall shine in robes wet through with light 
In heaven at last. All things are done in heaven 
Ere aimed at upon earth. The child is chosen! 


SAINTS. 


Another soul 

The Holy One 

Hath chosen out of earth ; 
And there is none 
Throughout the Whole 
Like worthy of his birth. 


LUCIFER. 
God! for Thy glory only I can act, | 
And tor Thy creatures’ good. When creatures stray 
Fartbest from Thee, then warmest towards thein burns 
Thy love; even as yon sun beams hottest on 
The earth when farthest oif. 


GOD. 


The earth whereon 
He dwells dies with him. 


LUCIFER. 


God! I go to do 
Thy will. 


GOD. 


Thou too who watchest o’er the world 
Whore end I fix, prepore to have it judged. 


ANGU?L OF EARTH. 


Let me not then have watched o’er it in vain ; 
Irom age to age, from hour to hour I still 


Have hoped it would grow better; hope so now; 


FESTUS. 


itis better than it hath been; and hath more 

Of mind and freedom than it ever had ; 

I love it more than ever. Thou didst give 
It tome asa child. To me earth is 

Even as the boundless universe to Thee ; 

Noy, nove; for Thou couldst make another. It is 

Mv world! Take it not from me, Lord! Thou Christ 
Macst it the altar, where Thou offeredst up 

Thyself for the creation! Let it be 

Inmorial »s Thy love! And altars are 

Holy: and sister angels, sister orbs 

Hail it afar as such. Oh! I have heard 

World question world and answer: seen them weep 


Foch other if eclipsed for one red hour; 
And 


‘| 


ofall worlds most cenerous was mine, 
1? tenderest and the fairest. 


LUCIFER. 


Knowest thou not 
Gord's Son to be the brother and the friend 
Of spirit everywhere? Or hath thy soul _ 
Been boand for ever to thy foolish world ? 


SON OF GOD. 


Phink not J lived and died for thine alone, 

Aw that no other sphere hath hailed me Christ ! 
My Le ls ever suffering for love: 

In Judying and redeeming worlds is spent 


Mine everlasting bei 
"e everlasting being. 


LUCIFER. 


Earth He next 


Will hudze: for so saith Ged. 


Qn 


G FESTUS, 


ANGEL OF EARTH. 


Be it not, Lord! 
Thou art a God of goodness and of love: 
He is the evil of the universe, 
And loveth not the earth, thy Son nor Thee. 


‘Thou knowest best. 
GOD. 


It is time the world should end. 
ANGELS. 


Thee God! we praise 

Through our ne'er sunsetting days, 
And Thy just ways 

Divine: 

In Thy hand is every spirit 

And the meed the same may merit; 
All which all the worlds inherit 
Are Thine ! 

It is not unto creatures given 

To scale the purposes of heaven, 
Alway just and kind; 

But before Thy mighty breath 
Life and spirit, dust and death 
The boundless All is driven, 

Like clouds by wind. 


ANGEL OF EARTH. 


Woe! woe at last in heaven! 
Isarth to death is given ; 
The ends of things hang still 
Over them as a sky; 

Do what we will, 

All's for eternity! 


FESTUS. 


Scene-— Wood and Water—Sunset. 


Festus alone. 


FESTUS. 


This is to bea mortal and immortal! 

To live within a circle: and to be 

That dark point where the shades of all things around 
Meet, mix and decpen. All things unto me 

Shew their dark sides ; somewhere there must be light. 
Ob! T feel like a seed in the cold earth ; 

Quickening at heart, and pining for the air! 

Passion is destiny. The heart is its own 

Fate. It is well youth’s gold rubs off so soon! 

The heart sets dizzy with its drunken dance, 

And the voluptuous vanities of life 

Enchain, enchant, and cheat my soul no more. 

My spirit is on edge. I can enjoy 

Nought which has not the honied sting of sin ; 

That soothing fret which makes the young untried, 
Longing to be beforehand with their nature, 

In dreams and Joneness cry, they die to live ;. 

That wanton whetting of the soul, which while 

It vives a finer, keener edge for pleasure, | 
Wastes more and dulls the sooner. Rouse thee heart ; 
Bow of my life thou yet art full of spring * . 
My (uiver still hath many purposes ; 


8 FESTUS. 


Yet what is worth a thought of all things here ? 
iow mean, how miserable every care ! 

Liew doubtful too the system of the mind ! 

And then the ceaseless, changeless, hopeless round 
Of weariness and heartlessness and woe 

And vice and vanity! Yet these make life ; 

The life at least I witness if not feel. 

No matter! we are mmortal. JTiow I wish 

I could love men! for amid all life’s quests 

There seems but worthy one ; to do men good. 

It matters not how long we live but how. 

Icr as the parts of one manhood while here 

We live in every age ; we think and feel 

And fced upon the coming and the gone 

As much as on the now time. Man is one: 

And he hath one great heart. It is thus we fee] 
With a cigantic throb athwart the sea 

Keach others’ rights and wrongs; thus are we men. 
Let us think less of men and more of God! 
Sometimes the thought comes swiftening over us 
Like a small bird winging the stil blue air; 

And then again at other times it rises 

Slow hike a cloud which seales the skies all breathless; 
And just over head Icts itsuf down on us. 
Sometimes we feel tle wish aeress the nund 

Ruch, like a rocket roaring up the sky, 

That we should join with God and give the wortd 
The go-bve: but the world meanwhile turas round, 
And peeps us in the face; the wanton werld ; 

We feel it gentiy pressing down our arm; 

The arm we had raised to do for (ruth such wonders ; 
We teel it softly bearing on our side ; 

We feel it touch and thrill us through the body : 
And we are fools and there's an end of us. 


FESTUS. 8] 


We are originally but a wreck ; 

There is nothing sound about us. End us God! 

It is a fine thought that sometime end we must. 
There sets the sun of suns! dies in all fire 

Like Asher’s death-great monarch. God of might! 
We love and live on power. It is spirit’s end. 

Mind must subdue. To conquer is its life. 

Why madst thou not one spirit like the sun 

‘Vu king the world 2 And oh! might I have been 
That sun-mind, how I would have warmed the world 
To love and worship and bright life! 


LUCIFER suddenly appearing. 


Not thou! 
Hadst thou more power the more wouldst thou misuse. 


FESTUS. 


Who art thou, pray? 1 saw thee not before. 
Ii seems as thou hadst grown out of the air. 


LUCIFER. 


Thou knowest‘me well. Though stranger to thine eye, 
Tam not to thy heart. : 


FESTUS, 


I know thee not. 


LUCIFER. 
Look on me! Jam above thee; 
ath thee, and around thee, and before thee. 


is | 
Come hearer ! 
Bene 


10 FESTUS. 


FESTUS. 


Why, art thou all things ? or dost go through all ? 
A spirit, or embodied blast of air ? 
I teel thou art a spirit. 


LUCIFER. 


Yea I am. 


FESTUS. 


I knew it! Iam glad, yet tremble so. 

What hours upon hours have I longed for this, 
And hoped that thought or prayer might produce! 
T have besought the stars with tears to send 

A power unto me: and have set the clouds 

Until T thought I saw one coming: but 

The shadowy giant alway thinned away, 

And I was fated unimmortalized. 

What shall Ido? Oh! let me kneel to thee! 


LUCIFER. 


Nay, rise! and I will not say, for thine own sake, 
That thou dost pray in private to the Devil. 


FESTUS. 


Father of lies thou lest! 


LUCCTER. 


I am he! 
Tt is enough to make the Devil merry 


FESTUS. II 


To think that men call on me momently, 

Deeming me ever dungeoned fast in Hell; 
Swearers und swaggerers jeer at my name; 

And oft indeed it is a special jest 

With witling gallants. Let me once appear! 
Woe is me! they faint and shudder; pale and pray ; 
The burning oath which quivered on the lip 
Starts back and sears and blisters up the tongue ; 
Confusion ransacks the abandoned heart, 

Quells the bold blood, and o’er the vaulted brow 
Slips the white woman-hand: to judgment ho! 
The very pivot of the earth seems snapped ; 

And down they drop like ruins to repent. 

Such be the bravery of mighty man! 


FESTUS. 


I must be mad ; or mine eye cheats my brain; 

And this strange phantom comes from overthought, 
Like the white lightning from a day too hot. 

It must be so. But I will pass it. 


LUCIFER. 
Stay! 
FESTUS. 


Oh save me God! He is reality! 


LUCIFER. 


Aud now thou kneelst to Heaven. Fye graceless boy! 
Mocking th 


F 


y Maker with a cast-off prayer ; 
‘t had not I the first fruits of thy faith ? 


12 FESTUS. 


FESTUS. 
Tempter, away! From all the crowds of life 
Why single me? Why score the young green bole 
For fellage? Go! Am I the youngest, worst ? 
No! Light the fires of Hell with other souls ; 
Mine shall not burn with thee. 


LUCIFER. 


Thou judgest harshly. 
Can I not touch thee without slaying thee ? 


FESTUS. 


Why art thou here? What wouldst thou have with me ? 


LUCIFER, 


Before all I would have gentle words and looks. 


FESTUS. 
I pray thee, go! 
LUCIFER. 


I cannot quit thee yet. 
But why so sad? Wilt kneel to me again ? 
This leafy closet is most apt for prayer. 


FESTUS. 


Yes; I will pray for thee and for myself. 


FESTUS. 13 


LUCIFER. 


Waste not thy prayers! I scatter them: they reach 
No further than thy breath ; a yard or so. 

And as for me, I heed them, need them not. 

My nature God knows and hath fixed; and He 
Recks little of the manners of the world ; 

Wicked He holdeth it and unrepentant. 


FESTUS. 


Therefore the more some ought to pray. 


LUCIFER. 


To blow 
‘\ kiss, a bubble and a prayer hath like 
Effect and satisfaction. 


FESTUS. 


Let me hence! 
Go tell thy blasphemies and lies elsewhere. 
Thou scatter prayer! Make me thy minister 
Ore moment God! that I may rid the world 
For ever of its evil, Oh! Thine arm! 


LUCIFER. 


Canst rid thyself? 


FESTUS, 


Alas no: get thee gone! 
Can nought insult thee nor provoke thy flight ? 


- 


14. FESTUS. 
LUCIFER. 


T laugh alike at ruin and redemption. 

I am the one which knows nor hope nor fear ; 

Which ne’er knew good nor e’er can know the worst. 
What thinkest thou can anger me, or harm ? 


FESTUS. 
Wherefore didst thou quit Hell? To drag me there ? 
LUCIFER. 


Thou wilt not guess mine errand. Deemst thou aught 
Which God hath made all evil? Me Ile made. 
Oft I do good ; and thee to serve I come. 


FESTUS. 


Did I not hear thee buast with thy last breath 
Not to have known what good was ? 


LUCIFER. 
From myself 


I know it not; yet God's will 1 must work. 
I come I say to serve thee. 


FESTUS, 


Well! I would 
Thou never hadst: but speak thy purpose straight. 


LUCIFER. 


1 heard thy prayer at sunset. 1 was here. 


FESTUS. 15 


I saw thy secret longings; unsaid thoughts, 

| Which prey upon the breast like night-fires on 
A heath. I know thy heart by heart. Tread 
The tongue when still as well as when it moves. 
And thou didst pray to Gud. Did He attend ? 
Or turn His eye from the great glass of things 
Wherein He worshippeth eternally 
Himself, to thee one moment? He did not. 
I tell thee nought He cares for men. I came 
And come to proffer thee the earth; to sct 
Thee on a throne; the throne of will unbound; 
To crown thy life with liberty and joy, 
And make thee free and mighty even as I am! 


FESTUS. 


I would not be as thou art for Hell’s throne; 
Add Earth's; add Heaven’s! 


LUCIFER. 


I knew thy proud high heart. 
To test its worth and mark I held it brave, 
In shape and being thus myself I came ; 
Not in disguise of opportunity ; 
Not as some silly toy which serves for most; 
Not in the mask of lucre, lust nor power ; 
Not in a goblin size nor cherub form ; 
But as the soul of Hell and evil came I 
With leave to give the kingdom of the world ; 
The freedom of thyself. 


FESTUS. 


Good; Prove thy powers! 


16 FESTUS. 


= LUCIFER. 

Do I not prove them? Who but I, that have 
Immortal might o’er mine own mind and o’er 
All hearts and spirits of the living world, 
Would share it with another, or forgo, 

One hour, the great enjoyment of the whole ? 
And who but I give men what each loves best ? 


FESTUS. 


Open the heavens and Iet me look on God! 
Open my heart and let me see myself! 


Then I]l believe thee. 


LUCIFER. 


Thou shalt not believe 
For that I give thee, but for that I am, 
Believe me first; then I will prove mysclf. 
Though sick I know thee of the joys of sense, 
Yet those thou lovest most I will make pure 
And render worthy of thy love; unfilm them, 
That so thou mayst not dally with the blind. 
Thou shalt possess them to their very souls. 
Pleasure and Jove and unimagined beauty ; 
All, all that be delicious, brilliant, great, 
Of worldly things are mine, and mine to give. 


| FESTUS, 


What can be counted pleasure after love ? 
Like the young lion, which hath once lapped blood, 
The heart can ne'er be coaxed back to auglit else. 


FESTUS, 
LUCIFER. 


I will sublime it for thee all to bliss : 
As yet it hath but made thee wretched. 


FESTUS. 
Spirit, 
It is not bliss I seek ; I care not for it. 
Iam above the low delights of life. 
The life I live is in a dark cold cavern, 


Where I wander up and down, fecling for something 


Lea 


Which is to be; and must be: what, I know not ; 
But the incarnation of my destiny 
Is nich. 


LUCIYFER. 


It is thy fate which weighs upon thee; 
And the sultry sense of overdrawn life. 


FESTUS, 


True; 
The worm of the world hath eaten out my heart. 


LUCIFER. 


I will renew it in thee. It shall be’ 

The bosom favourite of every beauty, 

Hven like a rosebud. Thou shalt render happy 
By naming who may love thee. Come with me. 


FESTUS. 


T have a love on earth, and one in Heaven. 


l7 


Is FESTUS. 
LUCIFER, 


Vhou shalt love ten as others love but ane! 
FESTUS. 


Oh! Twas glad when sumething in me said 

Come, let us worship beauty! and I bowed ; 

And went about to fiud a shrine; but found 

None that my soul, when seeing, said enough te, 
Many Tmet with where I pat up prayers, 

And had them mere than answered: some where love 
Filled the whole place as it were oppressed with God. 
And T worshipped ; partly because others did; 

Partly because T could not help myself. 

But none of these were for me; and away 

Twent champing and choking in proud pain: 

Ina burning wrath that not a sea could stake. 

So T betook me to the sounding sea: 

And overheard its slumberouis muttering s 

Ofa revenge on man; whereat almost 

Leladdened, for DT fcle savage as the sev. 

Thad only ene ding to behold, the seas 

Thad cooly one ching to believe, Ploveds 

Uiitul that lonesoime sameness grew subinne 

And darkivy beautitulas death, or Heaven 

Just when the stars fatcer forth, ene by one, 

Tike the first words of love trom a niiden’s lips. 
There are points from which we con conunand our Efe : 
When the soul sweeps the macure ke a ghiss ; 

And coming things, md froishted wich our fate, 
Jutout. dock, on Cie ihr of the nind. 

Let thom comet Manav will so dowa in siche; 


B Letew sa 7 noe: 
In che bovew's Joveus dstorcead @ eden. 
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FESTUS. 19 


At last came love; not whence I sought nor thought it; 
As on a ruined and bewildered wight 

Rises the roof he meant to have lost for ever. 

On came the living vessel of all love ; 

Terrible in its beauty as a serpent, 

Rode down upon me like a ship full sail 

And bearing me before it, kept me up 

Spite of the drowning speed at which we drave 

On, on, until we sank both. Was not this love ? 


;“LUCIFER. 


W hy, how can I tell? I am not in love ; 
But I have ofttimes heard mine angels call 
Most piteously on their lost loves i in Heaven; 

And, as I suffer, I have seen them come; _ 

Seen starlike fers peep between the clouds, 

And Hell become a toler able torment. 

Some souls Iose all things but the love of beauty ; . 
And by that love they are redeemable ; ok = 
For in love and beauty they acknowledge good ; | 
And good is God; the great Necessity.. 

Ihave not told thee half I will do for thee. | 
All secrets thou shalt ken; all mysteries construe ; | 
At nothing marvel, ‘All the veins which stretch, 
Unsearchable by human eyes, of lore’ 7 
Most precious, most profound, to thine shall bare’ ~ 
And vulgar lie like dist ; and tie alone i. _ | 
Who rightly can esteem ach high delights, | 

He only 1 mer its he alone shall have. | | 


FESTUS, 


And if T have shall I’ be ean: 2 
What is pleasure? What-is happiness? ° -— 


XH) FESTUS, 
LUCIFER. 


It is that 
I vouchsafe to thee. 


FESTUS, 


Am I tempted thus 
Unto my fall ? 


LUCIFER. 


God wills or lets it be. 
How thinkest thou ? 


FESTUS, 


That I will go with thee. 


LUCIFER. 
From God [I come. 
FESTUS. 


I do believe thee, spirit. 
He will not let thee harm me. Him I] love, 
And thee I fear not: I obey Him. 


LUCIFER. 


Good: 


And thou mayst any time repent. 
FESTUS, 


Ay, true! 


FESTUS. 2] 


Scene-— Wood and Water— Midnight. 


Festus alone, 


All things are calm and fair, and passive. Earth 

Looks as if lulled upon an angel’s lap 

Into a breathless dewy sleep: so still, 

That we can only say of things, they be! 

The lakelet now, no longer vexed with gusts, 

Replaces on her breast the pictured moon 

Pesrled round with stars. Sweet imaged scene of time 
To come, perchance, when this vain life o’erspent 

Earth may some purer beings’ presence bear ; 

Mayhap even God may walk among His saints 

In eminence and brightness like yon moon 

Mildly outbeaming all the beads of light 

Strung o'er night's proud, dark brow. How strangely fair 
Yon round still star; which looks half suffering from 
And half rejoicing in its own strong fire ; 

Making itself a lonelihood of light, 

Like Deity, where’er in Heaven it dwells. 

How can the beauty of material things 

Do “in the heart and work upon the mind 

Unless like natured with them? Are great things 

And thoughts of the same blood ? ‘They have like effect. 


LUCIFER. 


" hy doubt on mind? What matter how we call 
Vhat which all feel to be their noblest part ? 

“ven spirits have a hetter and a worse : 

“or every thing created must have form. 


FESTUS. 


Passions they have, somewhat like thine; but less 
Of geossness and that downwardness of soul 
Which men have. It is true they have no earth : 
For what they live on is above themselves. 


FESTUS. ad 


There seems a sameness among things; for mind . | 
And matter speak, in causes, of one God. 

The inward and the outward worlds are like; 

The pure and gross but differ in degree. - 

Tears, feeling’s bright embodied form, are not | 4 


aH 


More pure than dewdrops, nature's tears which she © 
Sheds in her own breast for the fair which die. 

The sun insists on gladness; but at night, ' — ss 
When he is gone, poor nature loves to weep. 


1 gh hom ‘ 


LUCIFER. 


There is less real difference among things 
Than men imagine. They overlook the mass 
But fasten each on some particular crumb, 
Because they feel that they can equal that, = 
Of doctrine, or belief, or party cause. 


FESTUS. 


t 


That is the madness of the world; and that 
Would I remove. 


2 


LUCIFER. 


It is imbecility, o 
Not madness. <4 


FESTUS. 2 


ray ) 


FESTES, 


Oh! the brave and good who serve 
A worthy cause can only one way fail; 
By perishing therein. Is it to fail ? 
No; every great or good man’s death is a step 
Firm set towards their end—the end of being; 
Which is the good of all and love of God. 


The world must have great minds, even as great spheres - 


Or suns; to govern lesser restless ainds, , 
While they stand still and burn with life; to keep 
Them in their places, and to light and heat them. 
iT desire immortal life for cught, 
Tt is to learn the mystery of mind | | 
Aud somewhat more of Ged. Let others rule . 
Systems or succour saints, if such things please ; 
To live like light or die in light like dew, 
Kither! I should be blest. 


’ . 


_LUCIPR At 
At may not be. 

lor as we do not see the sun himself 
Tr is but the light about him, like a ring 
Oi glory round the forehead of a saint, so 
God thou wilt never see. Lis nuked love 
I. terrible: so great, that saints dread more 
To be forgiven than sinners do to die. 


FESTUS, 
Jen have a claim on God; ana none who hath 


4 ‘ 
heart of kindness, reverence and love 
b uy a 
dare look God in the face and bid Him smile. 


Of, FESTUS. 


He dwells in no fierce light; no cloud of flame ; 
And if it were, Faith’s eye ean look through Fell 
And through the solid world. We must all think 
On God, Yon water must reflect the sky. 
Midnight! Day hath too much light for us 

To see things spiritually. Mind and nicht 

Will meet, though in silence, like forbidden lovers, 
With whom to see each other’s sacred form 

Must satisfy. The stillness of deep bliss, 

Sound as the silence of the high hill-top 

Where thunder finds no echo: like God’s voice 
Upon the worldline’s proud cold rocky heart 

Fills full the sky: and the eye shares with Heaven 
That look, so like to feelings, which the bright 
And glorious things of Nature ever wear. 

‘There is much to think and feel of things beyond 
This earth; which lie, as we deem, upwards; far 
From the day’s glare and riot; they are night's! 
Oh! could we lift the future’s sable shroud ! 


LUCIFER. 
Behind a shroud what shouldst thou see but death! 


FESTUS. 


Spirit is like the thread whereon are strung 

The beads or worlds of life. It may be here. 

It may be there that 1 shall live again; 

In yon strange world whuse long nights know no star; 
But seven fair maidlike moons attending him 

Perfect his sky; perchance in one of those: 

But hive again TJ shall wherever it be. 

We long to learn the fiiture : love to guess. 


FESTUS, 


LUCIFER. 
Such thoughts are vain and useless. 
PESTUS.. 
Forced on us. 
LUCIFER. 


All things are of necessity. 
FESTUS. 


Then best. 
But the good are never fatalists. The bad 
Alone act by necessity, they say. 
Doth not the wish tvo point the likelihood 
Of a life to come? 


LUCIFER. 


Boys wish that they were kings. 


And so with thee. A deathless spirit’s state, 
Freed from gross form and bodily weightiness, 
Seems kingly by the side of souls like thine. 
And boys and men will likely both be balked. 
But sooth to say, I know not aught of this. 
Thave no kind. «: No nature like to me 
Exists. And human spirits must at least 
Sleep till the day of doom, if it ever be. 


FESTUS. ° 


Hast thou never known one free from hody ? 


R49) FESTUS. 
LUCIFER. 


None, 


FESTUS, 


ld 
Why seek then to destroy them 2 


LUCIFER. 


It is my part. 
Let ruin bury ruin! Let it be 
Woe here, woe there, woe, woe, be everywhere! 
It is not for me to know, nor thee, the end 
Of evil. LT inflict and thou must bear. 
The arrow knoweth not its end and aim. 
And I keep rushing, ruining along 
Like a greet river rich with dead mens’ souls. 
For if I knew I might rejoice; and that 
To me by Nature is forbidden. I know 
Nor joy nor sorrow; but a changeless tone 
Or sadness like the nightwind’s is the strain 
Of what Dhave of feeling. Tam not 
As other spirits; but a solitude 
Even to myself: I the sole spirit sole. 


FESTUS. 
Can none of thine immortals answer me ? 


LUCIFER. 
None, mortal! 


‘FESTUS, 


Where then is thy vaunted power 2 


FESTUS. 
at 


LUCIFER. 


It is better seen as thus I stand apart 

From all. Mortality is mine: the green 
Unripened universe. But as the fruit 

Mixtures, and world by world drops mellowed off 
The wrinkling stalk of Time, as thine own race 
Huth seen of stars now vanished; all is hid 
Fromme. My part is done. What after comes 
Eknow not more than thou. 


FESTUS. 


Raise me a spirit! 
-Awake ye dead! ont with the secret, death. 
The grave hath no pride nor the rise-again. 
Let each one bring the bane whereof he died! 
Bring the man his, the maiden hers! Oh half 
Mankind are murderers of themselves or souls. 
Wake, dead! Ye know the truth; yet there ye lie 
All mingling, mouldering, perishing together p 
Like run sand in the hour-glass of old Time. 
Death is the mad world’s asylum. There is peace ; 
Destrnetion's quict and equality. z 
Night brings out stars as sorrow shews us truths: 
: hough many, yet they help not; bright, they light not. 
They are tou late to serve us: and sad things 


Ar ‘ . 
“aye too true. We never sec the stars 


ll we can see nought but them. So with truth. 
And yet if one would look down a deep well 

“Xen at noon ; we might see those same stars 

Far fuirer than the blinding blue; the truth ; 

‘avs in the water like a dark bright eye. 


ut there are other eyes men better love 


\ 
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Than Truth’s: for when we have her she is so cold 
And proud we know not what to do with her. 

We cannot understand her, cannot teach ; 

She makes us love her but she loves not us; 

And quits us as she came and looks back never. 
Wherefore we fly to Fiction’s warm embrace, 

With her to relax and bask ourselves at ease: 

And in her loving and unhindering lap 
Voluptuously lulled we dream at most 

On death and truth: she knows them, loves them not; 
Therefore we hate them and deny them both. 

Call up the dead! 


LUCIFER. 


Let rest while rest they may ! 
For free from pain and from this world’s wear and tear 
It must be a relief to them to rot; 
And it must be that at the day of doom, 
If mortals should take up immortal life, 
They will curse me with a thunder which shall shake 
The sun from out the socket of his sphere. 
The curse of all created, Think on it! 


FESTUS. 
Those souls thou meanest whom thou hast ruined, damned. 
LUCIFER. 
Nor only those; when once the virgin bloom 
Of soul is soiled; and rudely hath my hand 


Swept o'er the swelling clusters of all life ; 
Little it matters whether crushed or touched 


FES1 US. et 


Scarcely: each speaks the spoiler hath been there. 
The saved, the lost, shall curse me both alike: 

God too shall curse me, and I, I, myself. 

That curse is ever greatening: quick with hell; 
The coming consummation of all woe. | 


FESTUS. 


Oh! man be happy! Die and cease for ever! 
Why wear we not the shroud alway, that robe 
Which speaks our rank on earth, our privilege ? 
To know I have a deathless soul I would lose it. 


LUCIFER. 


Believest thou all I tell thee ? 


FESTUS. 


All, I do. 
Stringing the stars at random round her head 
Likea pearl network ; there she sits; bright night! 
I love night more than day: she is so lovely. 
Night hath made many bards: she is so lovely: 
For it is beauty maketh poesie, 
As from the dancing eye come tears of light ; 
And they have praised her to her starry face, 
So long that she hath blushed and left them often. 
But | love night the most because she brings 
‘Ty love to me in dreams which scarcely lie ; 
Oh! all but truth and lovelier oft than truth ! 
tine have dreams; the world may have my days. 
Let me have dreams like these, sweet night for ever; 
‘And earth and heaven, forme, may share between them 
Phe rouzh realities of other bliss. 


30 FESTUS. 
LUCIFER. 


I see thy heart and I will grant thy wish. 
I have lied to thee. [ have cominand over spirits. 
Whom wilt thou that I call ? 


FESTUS, 
Mine Angela! 
LUCIFER. 


There is an Angel ever by thine hand. 
What seest thou? 


FESTUS. 


It is my love! It is she! 
My glory ! spirit! beauty, let me touch thee. 
Nay do not shrink back: well then I am wrong: 
Thou didst not use to shrink from me, my love. 
Angela! dost thou hear me? Speak to me. 
And thou art there; looking alive and dead. 
Thy beauty is then incorruptible. 
I thought so, oft as I have looked on thee. 
Thou art too much even now for me as ouce. 
IT cannot gather what I raved to say; 
Nor why [ had thee hither. Only tell me 
Why thou wouldst die. If I have suffered life 
Without thee, sure thou micghtst have born it with me, 
Yea, but I must come to thee: stay, sweet sprite! 
Ifave I done wrong in calling for thee thus ? 
What art thou? Speak love; whisper me as wont 
In the dear times gone bye; or durst thou not 
Unfold the mystery of thine and mine 


FESTUS. 


Own being 2? Was it death who hushed thy lips ? 
Is his cold finger there still? Let me come! 
She is not! 


LUCIFER. 
And thou canst not bring her back. 
FESTUS, 
I will not, cannot be without her. Call her! 
LUCIFER. 


I call on spirits and I make them come : 

But they depart according to their own will. 

Another time and she shal] speak with thee; 

Ere long: and she shall shew thee where she dwells, 
And how doth pass her Immortality ; 

If lengthening decay can so he called. 

Can lines finite one way be infinite 

Another? And yet such is deathlessness. 


FESTUS, 


It is hard to dcem that spirits cease: that thought 
And feeling flesh-like perish in the dust. 
Shall we know those again ina future state 


Whom we have known and loved on earth? Say yes! 


LUCIFER. 
The mind hath features as the body hath. 
FESTUS, © 


T run the gauntlet of a file of doubis 


3 


29 rv FESTUS. 
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Each one of which down hurls me to the ground. 
I ask a hundred reasons what they mean, 

And every one points gravely to the ground 
With one hand, and to Heaven with the other. 
In vain I shut mine eyes. Truth’s burning beam 
Forces them open, and when open, blinds them. 


LUCIFER. 


Doubly unhappy! 
FESTUS, 


I am too unhappy 
To die; as some too way-worn cannot sleep. 


LUCIFER. 


And she then was the maiden of thy heart. 
Well, [have promised. Ye shall meet again. 


FESTUS, 


I loved her for that she was beautiful; 

And that to me she seemed to be all nature 
And all varietics of things in one: 

Would set at night in clouds of tears; and rise 
All light and laughter in the morning: fear 
No petty custcms nor appearances ; 

But think what others only dreamed about ; 
And say what others did but think ; and do 
What others would but say; and glory in 
What others dared but do; it was these which won me ; 
And that she never schooled within her breast 
One thought or feeling, but gave holiday 


FESTUS. oo 


To all: and that she told me all her woes 

And wrongs and ills: and so she made them mine 
In the communion of love: and we 

Grew like each other for we loved each other: 
She, mild and generous as the sun in spring ; 

And I, like earth all budding out with love. 


LUCIFER. 


And then, loves old end, falsehood : nothing worse 
LT hope ? 


FESTUS. 


Love hath as many vanities 
. As charms: and this perchance the chief of both: 
To make our young hearts track upon the first 
And snowlike fall of feeling which overspreads 
The bosom of the youthful maiden’s mind 
More pure and fair than even its outward type. 
If one did thus, was it from vanity ? 
Or thoughtlessness ? or worse? Nay, let it pass. 
The beautiful are never desolate ; 
But some one alway loves them; God or man. 
If man abandons God Himself takes them. 
And thus it was. She whom I once loved died. 
The lightning loathes its cloud: the soul its clay. 

an I forget that hand I took in mine, 

me as pale violets; that eye, where mind 
Matter met alike divine? ah, no! 
‘ -" that moment judge me when I do! 
Ra Pan was fair : her nature once all spring 
Sti eadly beauty like a maiden sword ; 

oF tlingly beautiful. I see her now! 
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Whatever thou art thy soul is in my mind; 

Thy shadow hourly lengthens o’er my brain 

And peoples all its pictures with thyself. 

Gone, not forgotten; passed, not lost; thou wilt shine 
In heaven like a bright spot in the sun! 

She said she wished to die and so she died; 

For, cloudlike, she poured out her love, which was 
Her life, to freshen this parched heart. It was thus: 
I said we were to part; but she said nothing: 

There was no discard ; it was music ceased ; 

Life’s thrilling, bounding, bursting joy. She sate 
Like a house-god, her hands fixed on her knee ; 

And her dark hair lay loose and long behind her, 
Through which her wild bright eye flashed like a flint. 
She spake not, moved not, but she looked the more ; 
As if her eye were action, speech and feeling. 

I felt it all; and came and knelt beside her. | 

The electric touch solved both our souls together. 
Then comes the fecling which unmakes, undoes ; 
Which tears the sealike soul up by the roots 
And laches it in scorn against the skies. | 
Twice did I stamp to God, swearing, hand clenched, 
That not even He nor death should tear her from me. 
It is the saddest and the sorest sight 

One's own love weeping: but why call on God? 

But that the feeling of the boundless bounds 

All feeling ; as the welkin doth the world. 

It is this which ones us with the whole and God. 
Then first we wept; then closed and clung together ; 
And my heart shook this building of my breast 

Like a live engine booming up and down. 

She fell upon me like a snow-wreath thawing. 

Never were bliss and beauty, love and woe, 

Ravelled and twined together mto madness 


FESTUS. 


As in that one wild hour; to which all else, 
The past, is but a picture: that alone 

Is real, and for ever there in front ; 

Making a black blank on one side of life 
Like a blind eye. But after that I left her: 
And only saw her once again alive. 


LUCIFER,. 
Well, shall we go? 
FESTUS. 


This moment: I am ready. 
Farewell yo dear old walks and trees! farewell 
Ye waters! Ihave loved ye well. In youth 
And childhood it hath been my life to drift 
Across ye lightly as a leaf; or skim 
Your waves jn yon skiff swallowlike ; or lie 
Like a loved locket on your sunny bosum. 
Could I, like you, by looking in myself 
Find mine own Heaven—farewell! Immortal, come! 
The morning peeps her blue eye on the cast. 


- LUCIFER. 


Think not so fondly as thy foolish race, 
hiagining a Heaven from things without ; 

he Picture on the passing wave call Heaven ; 
The Wavelet, life; the sands beneath it, death ; 
vaily more seen till, lo! the bed is bare. 
hts fancy fools the world. 
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FESTUS. 


Let us away! 


JOH FESTUS. 


Scene—A Mountain—Sunrise. 
Festus aNp LuCIFER. 
FESTUS. 


Hail beauteous earth ! Gazing o’er thee I all 
Forget the bounds of being; and I long 

To fill thee as a lover pines to blend 

Soul, passion, yea existence, with the fair 
Creature he calls his own. I ask for nought 
Before or after death but this,—to lie, 

And look, and live, and bask, and bless myself 
Upon thy broad bright bosom. From thee I 
Sprang: and to thee I turn, heart, arm and brain ; 
Yes, I am all thine own. Thou art the sole 
Parent. To rock and river, plain and wood 

I cry, ye are my kin. While I, O earth! 

Am but an atom of thee, and a breath, 

Passing unseen and unrecorded hke 

The tiny throb here in my temples’ pulse. 

Thou art for ever and the sacred bride » 

Of Heaven: worthy the passion of our God. - 
O! full of light, love, grace! The grace of all 
Who owe to thee their life: thy Maker’s love ; 
His face's light. All thine rejoice in thee ; 
Thou in thyself for aye; rolling through air 

As the seraphs’ song out of their trumpet lips 
Rolls round the skies of Heaven. Sce the sun! 
God's crest upon [lis azure shield the Heavens. 
Caust thou, a spirit, look upon him ? 


FESTUS. Be 
- LUCIFER. 


Ay. 
I led him from the void where he was wrought, 
By this right hand, up to the glorious seat 
His brightness overshadows; built his throne 
On piles of gold; and laid his chambers on 
Reams of gold: wrapped a veil of fire around 
His face; and bade him reign and burn like me. 
There, ever since, sat warming inte life - 
These worlds as in a nest, he has and is. 
But fall he must. I have done, do, nought else 
From my first thought to this and to my last. 
No matter; it is beneath this mind of mine 
To reck of aught. I bear, have borne the ill 
Of ages, of eternities ; and must. 
Tcare not. ‘I shall:sway the world as now, 
Which worse and worse sinks with me as I sink, 
Till finite souls evanish as & vapour ; 
Till immortality, the proud thing, perish ; 
And God alone be and eternity. 
Then will I clap my hands and cry to Him, 
Thave done! Have Thy will now! There is none but Thee. 
Tam the first created being. I | 
Will be the last to perish and to die.’ 


. ‘FESTUS. 
Thou art a fit monitor, methinks, of pleasure. - 


LUCIFER. . 


_ the high: air sunshine and cloud are one ; 
“leasure and pain to me. Thow and the earth 


33 FESTUS. 


Alone feel these as different ; for ye 
Are under thein; the Heavens and I above. 


FESTUS. 
But tell me, have ye scenes like this in Hell ? 
LUCIFER. 
Nay, not in Feaven. 
FESTUS. 


What is TTeaven? not the toys 
Of singing, love and music? Such a place 
Were fit for women only. 


LUCIFER. 


Heaven is no place ; 
Unless it be a place with God, allwhere. 
kt is the being good; the knowing God ; 
The consciousness of happiness and power ; 
With knowledge which no spirit ever can lose 
But doth increase in every state; and aught 
It most delights in the full leave to do. 


FESTUS. 


And Hell? Is it nought but pits and chains and fire ? 


LUCIFER. 


An ever greatening sense of ill and woe 
Aye crushing down the soul but filling never - 
Its infinite capacity of pain. 


FESTUS. 5g 


FESTUS. 


Thou thundercloud of spirits, darkening 
The skies and wrecking earth! Could I hate men 
How T should joy with thee, even as an eagle, 

Nich famished, in the fellowship of storms ; 

But T still love them. What will come of men ? 


LUCIFER. 


Whatever may, perdition is their meed. 

Were Heaven dispeopled for a ministry 

To warn them of their ways; were thou and I 

To monish them; were Iieaven, and Earth, and ici 
To preach at once, they still would mock and jecr 

As now; but never repent until too late ; 

Until the everlasting hour had struck. : 


FESTUS. 


Men might be better if we better deemed 

Ol them. The worst way to improve the world 
Is to condemn it, Men may overcet 

Delusion ; not despair. 


LUCIFER, 


. Why love mankind ? 
le affections are thy systems weaknesses; 


9 
The was i 
© Wasteful outlets of self-maintenance. 


FESTUS. 
The 


; Wild flower’s tendril, proof of feebleness, 
rov 


“Ss strength; and so we fling our feelings out, 
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The tendrils of the heart, to bear us up. 

© Earth! how drear to think to tear oneself 
Even for an hour from looks like this of thine; 
From features, oh! so fair; to quit for aye 

The luxury of thy side. Why, why art thou 
Thus glorious, and it were not to sate the soul, 
And chide us for the senseless dream of Heaven? .- 
The still strong stream sweeps onward to its end 
Like one of the great purposes of God ; 

Or like, may be, a soul like mine to Him. 

Along yon deep blue vein upon thy bosom, 
Earth! I could float for ever. See it there 
Winding among its green and smiling isles, 

Like charity amidst her children dear ; 

Or peace rejoicing in her olive wreaths 

And gladdening as she glides along the lands, 


LUCIFER. 


And yet all this must end; must pass; drop down 
Oblivion like a pebble in a pit: 

For God shall lay His hand upon the earth, 

And crush it up like a red leaf. 


FESTUS, 


Not be ? 
I cannot root the thought; nor hold it firm. 


LUCIFER. 
This same sweet world which thou wouldst fondly deem 


ternal, may be; which I soon shall see 
Destruction suck back as the tide a shell. 


FESTUS, 
| FESTUS, 

It will not be yet. J will woo thee world, again: 
And revel in thy loveliness and love. 
I have a heart with room for every Joy: 
And since we must part sometime, while I may 
J will quatf the nectar in thy flowers and press 
The richest clusters of thy luscious fruit 
Into the cup of my desires. I know . 
My years are numbered not in units yet. 
But I canuot live unless I love and am loved ; 
Unless I have the young and. beautiful 
Bound up like pictures in my book of life. 
It is the intensest vanity alone 
Which makes us vear with life. Some seem to live 
Whosc hearts are like those unenlightened stars 
Of the first darkness; lifeless, timeless, useless ; 
With nothing but a cold night air about them ; 
Not suns; not planets; darkness organized : 
Orhs of a desert darkness: with no soul 
To light its watchfire in the wilderness 
And civilize the solitude one moment. 
There are such seemingly ; but how or why 
They live I know not. This to me is life: 
That if life be a burden I will join 
To make it but the burden of a song: 
To feed iny soul upon the soft and sweet 
And delicate imaginings of poets ; 
Like living on the brains of nightingales. 
For as nightingales do u,on glowworms feed, 
© poets live upon the living light 
Of nature and of beauty: they love light. 
T hate the world's coarse thought. And this is life ; 
To watch young heauty’s budlike feelings burst 
And load the soul with love; as that pale flower 
Which opes at eve spreads sudden on the dark 
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Its yellow bloom and sinks the air down with sweets. 
Let Heaven take all that is good; Hell all that is foul; 
Leave us the lovely! and we will ask no more. 


LUCIFER. 


To me it seems time all should end. The sky 
Grows gray. It is not so bright nor blue as once. 
Well I remember, as it were yesterday, 

When earth and heaven went happy, hand in hand, 
With all the morning dew of youth about them; 
With the bright unworldly hearts of youth and truth 
And the maiden bosoms of the beautiful. 

i can remember well when earth was all 

A creeping mass alive with shapeless things: 

And when there were but three things in the world— 
Monsters, mountains and water: before age — 

Had thickened the eyes of stars ; and while the sea, 
Rejoicing like a ring of saints round God, 

Or Heaven on Heaven about some newborn sun, 

In its sublime samesoundedness, laughed out 

And cried not I! Inever rest like God ! 


FESTUS. 


God hath his rest; earth hers. Let me have mine! 


LUCIFER. 
Let us enjoy the world! 
FESTUS, 


Hf it was God's will 
That thou shouldst visit me He shall not send 


FESTUS 


Temptation to my heart in vain. Sweet world! 

We all still cling to thee. Though thou thyself 
Passest away, yet men will hanker about thee 

Like mad ones by their moping haunts. Men pass 
Cleaving to things themselves which pass away, 


Like leaves on waves. Thus all things pass for ever: 


Save mind and the mind's meed. 
LUCIFER. 


Let us too pass! 
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Scene— Alcove and Garden. 
Festus aNp CLARA. 
FESTUS. 


What happy things are youth and love and sunshine! 
Hlow sweet to feel the sun upon the heart! 

To know it is lighting up the rosy blood, 

And with all joyous feelings, prism-hued, 

Making the dark breast shine like a spar grot. 

We walk among the sunbeams as with angels. 


CLARA. 


Yes, there are feelings so serene and sweet, 
Coming and going with a musical lichtness, 
That they can make amends for their passingness 
And balance God's condition to decay ; 

As yon light fleecy cloudlet floating along, 

Like gulden down from some high angel’s wing, 
Breaks but relieves and beautifies the blue. 

I wonder if ever I contd love another. 

How I should start to see upon the sward, 

A shadow not thine own armlinked with mine! 
See, here is a garland I have bound for thee. 


FESTUS. 


Nay crown thyself; it will suit thee better, love. 
Place wreaths of everlasting flowers on tombs, 


FESTUS. 


And deck with fading beauties forms that fade. 

Put it away. I will no crown save this: 

Aud could the line of dust which here I trace 

Upon my brow but warrant dust beneath— 

I would be happy nor would envy death. 

Could I, like Heaven's bolt, earthing quench myself, 
This moment would I burn me out a grave. 

Might I but be as many years in dying 

As Thave lived—that might be some relief. 


CLARA. 
What canst thou mean ? 
FESTUS. 


Mean? Is there not a future ? 


Lhe past, the present and the coming, curse each ! 
The future, curse it! 


CLARA. 


Shall we not ever live 
And love as now ? 


FESTUS. 
Ay, live I fear we must. 


CLARA. 


And love ° be 
We shay ] 
Wi 


cause we then are happiest. 
ack nothing having love: and we, 
mL 

ist be happy everywhere ; we two! 
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And then with natures raised, refined and freed 
From these poor forms, our days shall pass in peace 
And love; no thought of human littleness 

Shall cross our high calm souls, shining and pure 
As the gold gates of Heaven. Like some deep Jake 
Upon a mountain summit they shall rest, 

High above cloud and storm of life like this, 

All peace and power, and passionless purity ; 

Or if a thought of other troubled times 

Ruffle it for a moment, it shall pass 

Like a chance raindrop on its heavenward face. 

I love to meditate on bliss to come. 

Not that I am unhappy here; but that 

The hope of higher bliss may rectify 

The lower feeling which we now enjoy. 

This life, this world is not enough for us ; 

They are nothing to the measure of our mind. 

For place we must have space ; for time we must have 
Eternity ; and for a spivit godhood. 


FESTUS. 
Mind means not happiness: power is not good. 
: CLARA. 


True bliss is to be found in holy life ; 

In charity to man; in love to God: 

Why should such duties cease, such powers decay ? 
Are they not worthy of a deathless state ; 

A boundless scope; a high uplifted life ? 

Man, like the air-born eagle who remains 

On earth only to feed and sleep and die; \- 

But whose delight is on his lonely wing, 
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Wide sweeping as a mind, to force the skies 
High as the lightfall ere, begirt with clouds, 
It dash this nether world ; immortal man 
Rushes aloft, right upwards, into Heaven. 

O faith of Christ, sole honour of the world! 


FESTUS. 
What know men of religion, save its forms ? 
CLARA. 


True faith nor biddeth nor abideth form. 

The bended knee, the eye uplift is all 

Which man need render; all which God can bear. 
What to the faith are forms ? They are but like 
A passing speck ; a crow upon the sky. 

Our proper good we rarely seek or make ; 

Mindless of our immortal powers and their 

lmortal end, as is the pearl of its worth ; 


The rose its scent; the wave its purity. 
FESTUS. 


Come, we will quit these saddening themes; and sing 
an me for I am gloomy; and I love 

Thy singing, sacred as the sound of hymns, 

On some bright Sabbath morning, on the moor 

A es all is still save praise; and where hard bye 

2 € vipe grain shakes its bright beard in the sun: 
The wild bee hums more solemnly; the deep sky ; 
The fresh Sreen grass; the sun; and sunny brook, 


All look; as if the 


y knew the day, the hour: 
And fe 


It with man the need and joy of thanks. 
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CLARA. 


I cannot sing the lightsome lays of love. 

Many thou knowest who can: but none that can 
Love thee as Ido: for PF love thy soul; 

And I would save it, Festus!) Listen then: 


Is Heaven a place where pearly streams 
Glide over silver sand ? 

Like childhood’s rosy dazzling dreams 
Of some far faery land ? 

Is Hf[eaven a cline where diamond dews 
Glitter on fadcless Howers ? 

And mirth and music ring aloud 
From amaranthine bowers ? 


Ah no; not such, not such is Heaven! 
Surpassing far all these ; 

Such cannot be the guerden given 
Man's wearied soul to please. 

For saint and sinner here below 
Such vain to be have proved: 

And the pure spirit will despise ; 
Whate’er the sense has loved. 


‘There we shall dwell with Sire and Son; 
And with the mother-maid ; 
And with the Holy Spirit, one: 
In glory like arrayed : 
And not to one ereated thing 
Shall our embrace be given ; 
But all our joy shall be in God ; 
For only God is Heaven. 
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FESTUS. 


I know that thou dost love me. I in vain 

Strive to love aught of earth or Heaven but thee. 
Thou art my first, last, only love; nor shall 
Another even tempt my heart. Like stars 

A thousand sweet and bright and wondrous fair ; 
A thousand deathless miracles of beauty, 

They shall ever pass at all but eyeless distance, 
And never mix with thy love; but be lost 

All, meanly in its moonlike lustrousiess. 


CLARA. 


How still the air is! the tree tops stir not: 

But stand and peer on Heaven’s bright face as though 

It slept and they were loving it: they would not 

Ifave the skies see them move for summers; would they ? 

See that sweet cloud! It is watching us, I am certain. 

What have we here to make thee stay one seccnd ? 

I would I were like thee thou little cloud, 

Ever io live in Heaven: or seeking earth 

To let lay spirit down in drops of love : 

To sleep with night upon her dewy lap ; 

And, the next dawn, back with the sun to Heaven; 

And so on through eternity ; sweet cloud ! 

I cannot but think that some senscless things 

Are happy. Often and often have I watched 
"3°samer line sighing itself along 

The “Yr, as it seemed ; and so thin, thin and bright, 
ooking as woven in a loom of light, 

That I have envied it, I have, and followed. 


FESTUS. 


5: ‘ 
ut thinkest thou the future is a state 
II 
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More positive than this; or that it can be 

Aught but another present, full of cares, 

Aud toils, perhaps, and duties; that the soul 
Will ever be more nigh to God than now, 

Save as may seem from mind's debility : 

Just as the sun, from weakness of the eye, 

And tive illusions made by matter's forms, 

Seems hot and wearied resting on the hill; 

It would be well, 1 think, to live as though 

No more were to be looked for ; to be good 
Because it is best, here: and leave hope and fear 
For lives below ourselves. If earth persuades not 
That I owe prayer and praise and love to God, 
While all I have He gives; will Heaven? will Tell? 
No; neither, never ! 


CLARA. 


I think not all with thee. 
VYave T not heard thee hint of spirit-friends ? 
Where are they now ? 


FESTUS. 


Ah: close at hand, mayhap. 
I have a might immortal; and can ken 
With angels. Neither sky nor night nor earth 
Hlinder me. Through the forms of things I see 
Their essences; and thus, even now, behold— 
But where I cannot shew to thee—far round, 
Nature herself; the whole effect of God. 
Mind, matter, motion, heat, time, love and life 
And death and immortality ; those chief 
And first-born giants all are there; all parts, 
Ail limbs of her their mother: she is all. 


FESTUS. jl 
CLARA. 


And what does she ? 


FESTUS. 


Produce: it is her life. 
The three I named last, life, death, deathlessness, 
Glide in elliptic path round all things made : 
For none save God can fill the perfect whole : 
And are but to eternity as is 
The horizon to the world. At certain points 
Each seems the other; now, the three are one; 
Now, ail invisible; and now, as first, 
Moving in measured round. 


CLARA. 
How look these beings ? 
FESTUS. 


Ah! Life looks gaily and gloomily in turns ; 

With a brow chequered like the sward, by leaves 
Between which the light glints; and she, careless, wears 
A wreath of flowers ; part faded and part fresh. 

And Death is beautiful and sad and still: 

She seems tuo happy ; happier far than life; 

In but one feeling, apathy: and on 

Her chill white brow frosts bright a braid of snow. 


CLARA. 


And Immortality 4 
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She Jooks alone ; 
As though she wou!d not know her sisterhood. 
And on her brow a diadem of fire, 
Matched by the conflagration of her eye, 
Outflaming even that eye which in my sleep 
Beams close upon me till it bursts from sheer 
Overstrainedness of sight, burns. 


CLARA. 


What do they ? 
FESTUS. 
Fach strives to win me to herself. 
CLARA. 
How ? 
FESTUS. 


Death 
Opens her sweet white arms and whispers, peace ! 
Come say thy sorrows in this bosom! ‘This 
Will never close against thee; and my heart, 
Though cold cannot be colder much than man’s. 
Come! all this soon must end; and soon the world 
Shall perish leaf by leaf; and land by land ; 
Ilower by flower ; flood by flood ; and hill 
By hill away; Ob! come, come! Let us die. 


CLARA. 


Say that thou wilt not die! 


qn 
Gs 


FESTUS. 


FESTUS. 


Nay, I love Death. 

- But Immortality, with finger spired, . 
Points to a distant, giant world; and says 

There, there is my home; Live along with me! 


CLARA. . ° 
Canst see that world ? 


FESTUS. 


Just: a huge shadowy shape ; 
It looks a disembodied orb: the ghost 
Of some great sphere which God hath stricken dead : 
Or like a world which God hath thought ; not made. 


CLARA 
Follow her Festus! Does she speak again ? 
FESTUS. 


She never speaks but once: and now, in scorn, 
Points to this dim, dwarfed, misbegotten sphere. 


CLARA. 
Why let her pass ? | 


FESTUS. 


Lite That is the great world question : 
Would not part with me ; and from her brow 
caring her wreath of passion-flowers, she flung it 
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Around my neck and dared me struggle then. 
T never could destroy a flower: and none 

But fairest hands like thine can grace with me 
The plucking ofa rose. And life, sweet life ! 
Vowed che wonld crop the world for me and lay it 
Herself before my feet even as a flower. 

And when I felt that flower contained thyself 
One drop within its nectary kept for me, 

I lost all count of those strange sisters three ; 
And where they be I know not. But I see 
One who is more tc me. 


CLARA 


TI know not how 
Thou hast this power and knowledge. I but hope 
It comes from good hands; if it be not thine 
Own force of mind. It is much less what we do 
Than what we think, which fits us for the future. 
I wish we had a little world to ourselves ; 
With none but we two on it. 


FESTUS. 


And if God 
Gave us a star, what could we do with it 
But that we could without it? Wish it not! 
Here have I Jain all day in this green nook, 
Shaded by larch and hornbeam, ash and yew ; 
A living well and runnel at my feet, 
And wild flowers dancing to some delicate air ; 
An urn-topped column and its ivy wreath 
Skirting my sight as thus I lie and look 
Upon the blue, unchanging, sacred skies : 


FESTUS. 


And thou, too, gentle Clara, by my side, 

With lizhtsome brow and beaming eye, and bright 
Long glorious locks, which drop upon thy cheeks 
Like goldhued cloudflakes on the rosy morn. 

Oh! when the heart is full of sweets to overflowing, 
And ringing to the music of its love, 

Who but an angel or an hypocrite 

Could speak or think of happier states ? 


CLARA. 


Farewell! 
Remember what thou saidst about the stars. 


FESTUS. 


Oh! why was woman ‘made so fair? or man 
So weak as to see that more than one had beauty ? 
It is impossible to love but one. 
And yet I dure not love thee as I could , 
Vor all that the heart most longs for and deserves 
asses the soonest and most utterly. 
the moral of the world’s great fable, life. 
All we enjoy seems viven to deceive 
Or bay be, undeceive us; who cares which ? 
And when the sum is done and we have proved it, 
Why work it over and over still agai ? 

“MN not what I would be. Hear me God! 
And speak to me in thine invisible likeness 
Che Wid, as once of yore. Let me be pure! 
Oht | wish I was a pure child again; 
: : tre the clear‘could trouble me: when life 

48 sWeet and calm as is a sister's kiss ; 

‘And not the wild and whirlwind touch of passion, 
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Which though it hardly light upon the lip, 

With breathles: swiftness sucks the soul vut of sight, 
So that we lose it, and all thought of it. 

What is this life wherein thou hast founded me, 
But a bright wheel which burns itself away 

For others’ looks, more than mine own delight ? 
Benighting even night with its grim limbs 

When it hath done and fainted into darkness. 
Flesh is but fiction; and it flies away, 

The gaunt and ghastly thing we bear about us, 
And which we hate and fear to Jook upon 

Is truth; in death’s dark likeness limned: no more. 


FESTUS. o7 


Scene— Anywhere. 
Festus AND LuctFER meeting. 


FESTUS. 


God hath refused me ; wilt thou do it for me ? 
Cr shall I end with both ? remake myself ? 


LUCIFER. 


Now that is the one thing which I cannot do. 
Am I not open with thee ? why choose that ? 


FESTUS. 
Because I will it. ‘Thou art bound to obey. 
LUCIFER. 
The world bears marks of my obedience. 
FESTUS. 


' e 
res I am torn to pieces. Let me try 
. d father up myself into a man, 
Sonce I was. I have done with thee! Dost hear ? 


LUCIFER, 
Thou canst not mean, this. 
FESTUS. 


Once for all—I ¢o. 


08 FESTUS. 
LUCIPER,. 

It is men who are deceivers: not the Devil. 
FESTUS, 


I feel that we must part: part now or never ; 
And I had rather of the two it were now. 


LUCIFER, 


This is my last walk through my favourite world : 
And [had hoped to have cnjoyed it with thee. 
For thee I quitted Hell; for thee I warped 

And shrivelled up my soul into a man: 

And, by my woe, I swenr that were I now, 

For thy false heart, to give my spirit spring, 

I would seatter soul and body both to Hell, 

And let one burn the other. 


FESTUS. 


if thou darest! 
Lift but the finger of a thought of ill 
Against me, and—thou durst not. Mark, we part. 


LUCIFER. 


Well; as thou wilt. Remember that thy heart 
Will shed its pleasures as thine eye its tears ; 
Aiud both leave loathsome furrows. 


FESTUS. 


Thinkest thou 
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That I will have no pleasures without thee, 
Who mirrest all thou makest and even more ? 


LUCIFER. 


Thou canst not: save indeed some poor trite thing 
Called moderation, every one can have ; 
And modesty, God knows, is suffering. 


FESTUS. 


Now will I prove thee liar for that word. 
[have a soul to spare ! [ Goes. 


LUCIFER. 


A hundred, I. 
have him yet: for he is mine to tempt. 
Gold hath the hue of Hell-Aames: but for him 
I will lay some brilliant and delicious lure 
Which shall be worth perdition to a seraph, 
Most men glide quietly and deeply down: 
Some seek the bottom like a cataract. 
Now he shall find it, seek it how he will. 
None ever went without once taking breath. 
It is passion plunges men into mine arms ; 
he it matters not; Hell burns before them all. 
itis by Hell-light they do their chiefest deeds ; 
Aud by Hell-light they shine unto each other ; 
And Hell through life's thick fog glares red and round ; 
And but for Hell they would grope in utter dark. 
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Seene—A Country Town — Market-place— Noon. 
Lucirer AND FEstuws. 
LUCIFER. 


These be the toils and cares of mighty men, 
[varth’s vermin are as fit to fill her thrones 
As these high Ileaven’s bright seats. 


FiiSTUS. 


Men's callings all 
Are mean and vain; their wishes more so: oft 
The man is bettered by his part or place. 
How slight a chance may raise or sink a soul! 
A smile may lose it or a tear may save. 


LUCIFER. 


What men call accident is God’s own part. 
He lets ye work your will; it is His own: 
But that ye mean not, know not, do not, He doth. 


FESTUS. 


What is life worth without a heart to feel 
The great and lovely, and the poetry 

And sacredness of things ? for all things are’ 
Sacred: the eye of God is on them all ; 

And hallows all unto it. It is fine 
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To stand upon some lofty mountain-thought 

And feel the spirit stretch into a view ; 

To joy in what might be if will and power 

For good would work together but one hour. 

Yet millions never think a noble thought: 

But with brute hate of brightness bay a mind 
Which drives the darkness out of them, like hounds. 
The blind think always they are beautiful ; 

So these perhaps think that they think: the silly. 
How can they live? or why live I with them ? 
What charm is in this world-scene to such minds 
Blinded by dust? What can they do in Heaven, | 
A stite of spiritual means and ends? 

Thus must I doubt, perpetually doubt. 


LUCIFER. 
. 3 


Who never doubted never half believed. ne 
Where doubt there truth is; itis her shadow. I 
Declare unto thee that the past is not. 

I have looked over all life, yet never seen 

The age that had been. Why then fear or dream 
About the future? Nothing but what is, is; 

Ilse God were not.the Maker that He seems, 

‘As Constant in creating as in being. i Bk 
Embrace the present! Let the future pass. 


FESTUS. 
foe ia bi 
Man hath a knowledge of a time-to come ; 
4 Most important knowledge: the weight lies. 
Nearest the short end; and the world depends 
Upon what is to be. I would deny | 
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The present, if the future. Oh! there is 
A life to come, or all is a dream. 


LUCIFER. 


And all 
May be a dream. Thou seest in thine men, deeds, 
Clear, moving, full of speech and order ;_ then 
Why may not all this world be but a dream 
Of God’s? Fear not! Some morning God may waken. 


FESTUS. 


I would it were. This life is a mystery. 

The value of a thought cannot be told ; 

But it is clearly worth a thousand lives 

Like many men’s. And yet men love to live 

As if mere life were worth their living for. 

What but perdition will it be to most ? 

Life is more than breath and the quick round of blood: 
It is a great spirit and a busy heart. 

The coward and the small in soul scarce do iive. 

One venerous fecling ; one great thought; one deed 
Of good, ere night, would make life longer secm 
Than if each year might number a thousand days, 
Spent as is this by nations of mankind. 

We live in deeds, not years; in thoughts, not breaths; 
In feelings, not in figures on a dial. 

We should count time by heart-throbs. He most lives 
Who thinks most; feels the noblest; acts the best. 
And he whose heart beats quickest lives the longest : 
Lives in one hour more than in years do some 

Whose fat blood sleeps as it slips along their veins. 
Life is but a means unto an end ; that end, 
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Beginning, mean and end to all things—God. 
The dead have all the glory of the world. 
Why will we live and not be glorious ? 
We never can be deathless till we die. 

It is the dead win battles. And the breath 

Of those who through the world drive like a wedge, 
Tearing earth’s empires up, nears death so close 

It dis his well-worn scythe. But no! the brave 
Die never. Being deathless, they but change 

Their country’s arms for more; their country’s heart. 
Give then the dead their due; it is they who saved us. 
The rapid and the deep; the fall, the gulph 

Have likenesses in feeling and in life. 

And life, so varied, hath more loveliness 

In one day than a creeping century 

Of sameness. But youth loves and lives on change 
Till the soul sighs for sameness; which at last 
Becomes variety and takes its place.. 

Yet some will last to die out thought by thought, 
And power by power, and limb of mind by limb, 

Like lamps upon a gay device of glass 

Till all of soul that is left be dry and dark ; 

Till even the burden of some ninety years 

Hfath crashed into them like a rock ; shattered 

Their system as if ninety suns had rushed 

To ruin earth; or heaven had rained its stars ; 

Lill they become, like scrolls, unreadable 

Through dust and mould; can they be cleaned and read ? 
D» human spirits wax and wane like moons ? 


LUCIFER. 


Look at the medley, motley throng we meet! | 
jJome that smile; some that frown; their cares aad joys 
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Alike not worth a thought : some sauntering slowly 
As if destruction never could overtake them ; 

Some hurrying on as if fearing judgment swift 
Should trip the heels of death and seize them living. 


FESTUS. 


Grief hallows hearts even while it ages heads ; 
And much hot grief, in youth, forces up life 
With power which too soon ripens and which drops. 
[A Funeral passes. 
Whose funeral is this ye follow, friends ? 


LUCIFER. 
Would ye have grief, let me come! I am woe. 
MOURNER. 


We want no grief: Festus! she died of grief. 


FESTUS. 


Did ye say she died? oh! I knew hex then. 

Set down the body; let me look upon her! 

Now, Son of God! what dost thou now in Heaven 
While one so beautiful lies carthening here ? 

I will give up the future for the past ; 

The winged spirit and the starry home, 

If thou wilt let her live, and make me love. 


MOURNER. 


She was a lock of Heaven which Heaven gave earth, 
And took again, because unworthy of her. 


FESTUS. Go 
FESTUS. 


Ter air was an immortal’s. I have seen 

Stars look on it with feeling; and her eye, 
Wherever she went, it won her way like wine. 

Mcn bowed to it as to the lifted Host. 

flow could I be so cruel? Who but I? 

And now, corruption come; sit; feast thyself! 
This is the choicest banquet thou hast been at. 
Thou art my happier, only rival: thou 

Who takest love from the living; life from beauty ; 
Beauty from death; whole robber of the world! 


MOURNER. 


The moment after thou desertedst her 

A cloud came over the prospect of her life ; 
And I foresaw how evening would set in, 
Karly and dark and deadly. She was true. 


FESTUS. 


Did I not love thee too? pure! perfect thing! 
This is a soul I see and not a body. 

Oh! long, long ere we die we know too much. 
Yet one more look; farewell, thou well and fair! 
Ail who but loved thee shall be deathless. Nought 
-Named with thee can perish. Rest for aye! 

P ire after love as ere thou wast before it; 

Pure as the dead, in life ; the dead are holy. 

[ would I were among them. Let us pass! 
Living is but a habit; and I mean 

To break myself of i¢ soon. 
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Too soon thou canst not. 
Men heed not of the day, how nigh none knows, 
Which brings the consummation of the world. 
But in my ear the old machine already 
Begins to grate. They would not credit warning, 
Or I would up and crv, Repent! I will. 
Here is a fair gathering and I feel moved. 
Mortals, Repent! the world is nigh to its end: 
On its last legs and desperately sick. 
See ye not how it reels round all day long? —' 


BOYS. 


Oh! here’s a ranter. Conic, here’s fun: Amen! 
I know the church service by heart. 


BYSTANDER. 


Be off! 
You will serve the church by keeping out of it. 


LUCIFER. 


I am a preacher come to tell ye truth. 

I tell ye too there is no time to be lost; 

So fold your souls up neatly, while ye may; 

Direct to God in Ifeaven; or some one else 

May seize them, seal them, send thein-—you know where. 
The world must end. I weep to think of it. 

But you, you laugh! I knew ye would. I know 

Men never will be wise till they are fools 

Forever. Laughaway! The time will come, 
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When tears of fire are trickling from your eyes, 

Ye will blame yourselves for having laughed at me. 
I warn ye, men: prepare! repent! be saved! 

[ warn ye, not because I love but know ye. 

God will dissolve the world, as she of old 

Yer pearl, within His cup and swallow ye 

In wrath: although to taste ye would be poison, 
An’ death and suicide to aught but God. 

Again I warn ye. Save himself who can! 

Do ye not oft begin to seck salvation ? 

You? you? and fail, as oft, to find? Sink ? Cease? 
And shall I tell ye, brethren, why ye fail 

‘Once and for ever ? why, there is no past; 

And the future is the fiction of a fiction; 

The present moment is eternity ; 

It is that ye have sucked corruption from the world 
Like milk from your own mothers : it is in 

Your soul-blood and your soul-bones. Earth does not 
Wean one out of a thousand sons to Ileaven. 
Beginnings are alike: it is ends which differ. 

One drop falls, lasts, and dries up—but a drop ; 
Another begins a river: and one thonght 

Settles a life, an immortality: 

And that one thought ye will not take to good. 
Now I will tell ye just one other truth: 

Ye hate the truih as snails salt; it dissolves ye ; 
fho.ly and soul: but I don’t mind. So, now: 

ip to this moment ye are all, each, damned. 

What are ye now? still damned! It will be the same 
To-morrow; and the next day; and the next: 
Pll some fire morning ye will wake in fire. 

Ye see that I do not mince the truth for ye. 

Rake ye think your lives will dribule out 

As brooks 11 summer dry up. Let us sec! 
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Try: dike them up: they stagnate—thicken—scum. 
That would make life worse than death. Well, let go! 
Where are ye then? for life, tke water, will 
Find its last level: what level? The grave. 

{t is but a fall of five fect after all;. 

That cannot hurt ye; it is but Just enough 
To work the wheel of life; so work away! 

Ye inay think that Ido not know the terms 
And trexsures whereupon ye live so high. 

Zut IT hnow more than most men, modestly 
Speaking. I know I am lost, and you too. God 
Could only save me by destroying me: 

So that I have no advantage over you. 

And therefore think ye will the rather bear 

One of your own state to advise for ye. 

Your other preachers first think they are safe. 
Now I say, broadly, I am the worst among ye ; 
And God knows I have no need to wrong myself, 
Nor you. I boast not of it, but as truth: 

It is little to be proud of, credit me. 

What is salvation? What is safety? Think! 
Who wants to know? Does any ? 


THE CROWD. 
All of us. 
LUCIFER. 
Ther I will not tell ye. You shall wait until 
Some angel come and stir your stagnant souls: 
Then plunge into yourselves and rise redeemed. 


What think ye now of Christ? That he is God ? 
T tell ye that he is the all but God: 
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IIe is the sunlight, not the sun. But come! 

J will unroll your hearts and read them to ye. 

To say ye live is but to say ye have souls 

That ye have paid for them and mean to play them, 
lil some brave pleasure wins the golden stake 

And rakes it up to death as to a bank. | 

Ye live and die on what your souls will fetch ; 

And ail are of different prices: therefore Hell 
Cannot well bargain for mankind in gross ; 

But each soul must be purchased, one by one. 

This it is makes men rate themselves so high; 
While truly ye are worth little: bnt to God 

Ye are worth more than tu yourselves. By sin 

Ye wreak your spite against God: that ye know ; 
And knowing, will it. But I pray, I beg, 

Act with some smack of justice to your Maker, 
Ifnot unto yourselves. Do! It is enough 

Io make the very Devil chide mankind : 

Such baseness, such unthankfulness! Why he 
Thanks God he is no worse. You don't do that. 

I say be just to God. Leave off these airs : 

knw your place; speak to God; and say, for once, 
(vo first, Lord! Take your finger off your eye ! 

It blocks the universe and God from sight. 

Link ye your souls are worth nothing to God ? 
Are they so small? What can be great with God ? 
What will ye weigh against the Lord? Yourselves? 
Being out your balance: get in, man by man: 

Add earth, heaven, hell, the universe ; that is all. 
God puts his finger in the other scale, 
And up we bounce, a bubble. Nought is great 
Nor small with God: for none but He can make 
The atom indivisible; and none 
Gur fle can make a world: He counts the orbs, 
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He counts the atoms of the universe, 

And makes both equal; both are infinite. 

Giving God honour, never underrate 

Yourselves: after Him ye are everything, 

But mind! God is more than everything; Ie is God. 
And what of me? No, us? no! J mean the Devil ? 
Why see ye not he goes before both you 

And God? Men say—as proud as Lucifer— 

Pray who would not be proud with such a train? 
HjJath he not all the honour of the earth? 

Why Mammon sits before a million hearths 

Where God is bolted out from every house. 

Well might He say [fe cometh as a thief; 

For He will break your bars and burst your doors 
Which slammed against Him once, and turn ye out, 
Roofless and shivering, beneath the doom-storm; Heaven 
Shall crack above ye like a bell in fire, 

And bury all beneath its shining shards. 

Ife calls: ye hear not. Lo! He comes: ye see not. 
No; ye are deaf as a dead adder's ear: 

No; ye are blind as never bat was blind, 

With a burning, bloodshot blindness of the heart ; 
A swimming, swollen senselessness of soul. 

Listen! Whoin love ye most 2? Why him to whom 
Ye in your turn are dearest. Need I name? 

Oh no! But all are Devils to themselves ; 

And every man his own great foe. Hell gets 

Only the gleamings: Earth hath the full wain ; 

And Fiell is merry at its harvest-home. 

But ye are gencrous to sin and grudge 

The gleaners nothing: ask them, push them in. 

Let not an ear, a grain of sin be lost; 

Gather it, grind it up; it is our bread: 

We should be ashamed to waste the gifts of Goud. 


~~ 
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Why is the world so mad? Why runs it thus 
Raving and howling round the universe ? 
Because the Devil bit it from the birth ! 
The fault is all with him. Fear nothing, friends ! 
It is fear which beds the far to-come with fire 
As the sun does the west: but the sun sets; 
Well; still ye tremble: tremble, first at light, 
Then darkness. Tremble! ye dare not believe. 
No, cowards! sooner than believe ye would die; 
Die with the black lie flapping on your lips 
Like the soot-flake upon a burning bar. 
Be merry, happy if ye can: think never 
Of him who slays your souls, nor Him who saves. 
There is time enough for that when ye are a-dying. 
Keep your old ways! It matters not this once. 
Be brave! Ye are not men whom meat and wine 
Scrve to remind but of the sacrament ; 
To whom sweet shapes and tantalizing smiles 
Bring up the Devil and the ten commandments— 
And so on—but I said the world must end. 
Tai sorry; it is such a pleasant world ; 
‘ith all its faults it is perfect—to a fault ; 
And you, of course, end with it. Now how long 
Will the world take to die? I know ye place 
Great faith upon death-bed repentances ; 
The suddener the better. I know ye often 
Begin to think of praying and repenting ; 
Lut second thoughts come and ye are worse than ever; 
As over new white snow a filthy thaw. 
Ye think ye never can be bad enough ; 
And as ye sink in sin ye rise in hope. 
And let the worst come to the worst, you say, 
There always will be time to turn ourselves, 
And cry for half an hour or so to God: 
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Salvation, sure, is not so very hard : 

It need not take one long; and half an hour 

Is quite as much as we can spare for it. 

We have no time for pleasures. Business! business 
No! ye shall perish sudden and unsaved. 

The priest shall, Gipping, die: the hypocrite ! 

Can man save man? The counsellor, wise fcol! 

Drop down amid his quirks and sacred lies : 

The harlot tongue set stark between his teeth. 

The judge, while dooming unto death some wretch, 
Shall meet at once his own death, doom, and judge. 
At the first turn Death shall cut off the thief, 

And dash the gold bag in his yellow brain, 

The gambler, reckoning gains, shall drop a piece ; 
Stoop down and there see death ; look up, there God. 
The wanton, temporizing with decay, 

And qualifying every line which vice 

Writes bluntly on tle brow, inviting scorn, 

Shall pale through plaistered red: and the loose, low sot 
See clear, for once, through his misty, overbrimmed eye. 
The just, if there be any, die in prayer. 

Death shall be every where among your marts, 

And giving bills which no man may decline ; 

Drafts upon I{ell one moment after date. 

Then shall your outeries tremble amid the stars : 
Terrors shall be about ye like a wind ; 

And fears come down upon ye like a house. 


FESTUS. 
Yon man looks frightened. 
LUCIFER. 


Then it is time to stop 5 


~t 


ve 


FESTUS. 


OrT shall, may be, save his svul in sooth: 

Thope I have done no good. Ue will soon forget 
His soul, Flesh soaks it up as sponge dues water. 
Now wait! J will rub them backwards like a cat; 
And you shall see them spit and sparkle uv. 

Let us suppose a case, friends! You are men; 
And there is God! and I will be the Devil. 

Very well. Iam the Devil. 


ONE sitys, 


J think you are. 
You look as if you lived on buttered thunder. 


LUCIFER. 


Nay, be not wroth. Ye would crucify the Devil, 

I do believe, if he a moment vexed you. 

And next to him ye crossed of old he is 

The best friend that you have. He carves out this dich; 
Aud God serves out the next with fit dessert. 

T know well which ye choose ; but choose again! 

Now, handy- -pandy, which hand will you have ? 

Time or eternity? Speak; Hell or Heaven ? 


THE CROWD. 


Heismad. I'l take my oath of it, he is mad. 
He is a mad ranter: board him! 


FESTUS. 


Let him bet 
i ile is but a sword’s leneth: let us fight! 
lve a life to let ; let who likes, take it. 


Wie ee 


ret FESTUS. 


LUCITER. 


Stand by me, Festus! and I will by thee. 
Why, God and man! this is the second time 
That T have run for my life. 


FESTUS. 


Nay, nay, come back ! 
They will not harm thee: they would chair thee round 
The market-place, knew they but who thou art. 


LUCIFER. 
a 


Well, friends! we will sing a hymn, and then disperse. 
I give it out, and you sing—all of you. 
Oh! arth is cheating arth 
From age to age for ever; 
She laughs at faith and worth, 
And dreams she shall die never; 
Never, never, never ! 
And dreams she shall die never. 


And Hell is cursing Hell 
T’rom age to age for ever; 
Its groans ring out the knell 
Of souls that may die never! 
Never, never, never! 
Of souls that may die never. 


But Heaven is blessing Heaven 
From age to age for ever ; 
And its thanks to God are given 
For bliss that can die never ; 
Never, never, never! 
For bliss that can die never. 


My blessing be upon ye all; now go! 


=} 


wt 


FESTUS. 
FESTUS. 
I] wonder what these people make of thee. 
LUCIFER. 
Ay, mamer is a great matter. 
FESTUS. 


They deserve 

All che rebuke thou gavest them and more. 
What mountains of delusion men have reared ! 
How every age hath bustled on to build 
Its shadowy mole; its monumental dream! 
Arts, superstition, arms, philosophy, 
[lave each in turn possessed, betrayed, and mocked us. 
Yes, vain philosophy, thine hour is come ! 
Thy lips were lined with the immortal lie, 
And dyed with all the look of truth. Men saw, 
Believed, embraced, detested, cast thee off. 
Those lights, the morn of Truth’s immortal day, 
As thou didst falsely swear them, have they not 
Vanished, the mere auroras of the mind ? 
‘And thou didst vow to gather clear again 
The fallen waters of humanity ; 
To smooth the flaw from out an eye; to picce 
A powdered pearl, Thank God! I am a man; 
Nota philosopher! Rivers may rot 

_ never revive the root of oak firebolted. 
Come, let us to the hills! where none but God 
Can overlook us ; for I hate to breathe 
The breaths and think the thoughts of other men, 
In close and clouded cities, where the sky 


aG FESTUS. 


Frowns like an angry Father mournfully. 

T love the hills and T love loneliness. 

And oh! IT love the woods, those natural fanes 
Whose very air is holy ; and we breathe 

Of God; for He is there in special place, 
And, while we worship, there He is for us! 


LUCIFER. 


It is time that something should be done for the poor. 
The sole equality on earth is death; 

Now, rich and poor are both dissatisfied. 

i am for judgment: that will settle both. 

Nothing is to be done without destruction. 

Death is the universal salt of states ; 

Blood is the base of all things: law and war. 

I could tame this lion age to follow me. 

I should like to macadamize the world ; 

The road to Hell wants mending. 


FESTUS. 


Come away! 
[They leare. 


FESTUS. 


* e 
Scene —.4n hour's ride. 
LuciFER AND FEsTuws. 


LUCIFER. 
Wilt ride ? 


FESTUS. 
I will have an hour’s ride. 
LUCIFER. 


Be mine the steeds! be me the guide! 
Come hither, come hither, 
My brave black steed ! 
And thou, too, his fellow, 
Hither with speed ! 

hough not so fleet 
‘As the steeds of death, 
Your feet are ag sure, 
Ye have longer breath. 
k . have drawn the world 
- ithout wind or bait 
>1X thousand years, 
And it waxeth late ; 
S> take us this once, 

nd then ye shall home, 
And Test ye and feast ye. 


1°\ come! they come! 


~} 
~} 
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FESTUS. 


Tossing their manes like 
Pitchy surge; and lashing  ‘* 
Their tails into a 

Tempest ; their eyes flashing, 


Like shooting thunderbolts. 


LUCIFER. 


Come, know your masters, colts! 
Up, and away! 


FESTUS. 


Hurrah ! hurrah! 
The noblest pace the world ever saw. 
I swear by Ifeaven we will beat the sun, 
In the longest heat that ever was run; 
If we keep it up as we have begun. 


LUCIFER. 


I told thee my steeds 
Were a gallant pair. 


FESTUS. 


And they were not thine, 
They might be divine. 


LUCITER. 


Thine is named Ruin; 
And Darkness mine. 


FESTUS. 19 
FESTUS. 


Like all of thy deeds 


Now that is unfair. 


LUCIFER. 


4 civiller and gentler beast 

h 

Thou hast never crossed at least. 
Now, look around ! 


FESTUS. 


Why, this is France, 
Nature is here like a living romance. 
Look at its vines and streams and skies, 
its glancing feet and,dancing eyes ! 


LUCIFER. 


Bs 4 strange nation, light yet strong ; 
oe of heart and blithe of tongue ; 
‘Tone to change; so fond of hlood 
She wounds herself to quaff her own. 


FESTUS. 


Oh! itis a brave and lovely land ; 


— well deserving every good 
: others wish themsclves alone, 
ould she but herself command. 


LUCIFER. 


On! on! 


no more delay! 
wer ‘ 
~ We will not ride round 


Th 


& world all day. 


SO) FESTUS. 
FESTUS. 

Good horse, get off the ground ! 
LUCIFER. 


Sit firm! and if our horses please 
We will take at once the Pyrenees. 
’T was bravely leapt! 


FESTUS. . 


Ay, this is Spain: 

Europe’s last land 

’T will e’er remain; 

Last in the progress of the earth ; 
The last in liberty ; 

The last in wealth and worth ; 
The last in bigotry. 


LUCIFER. 


Turn thy stced, and slacken rein ; 
Quick ! we must be back again ; 
O’er the vale hid in the mountain, 
O'er the merry forest fountain ; 
Ruin and darkness! we must fly 
O’er crag and rift, 
Swift—-swift—swift 

As the glance of an eye. 


FESTUS. 


That is Italy: the grave 
And resurrection of the slave. 


FESTUS SI] 
LUCIFER. 


And there is Greece, whose soul 
Men say hath fled. 


FESTUS. 


Perhips some God may come, 
And raise the dead. 


LUCIFER. 


Norward now we'll hold our course. 
Thine I think is the bolder horse ; 
But bear him up with a harder hand! 
Rough riding this o'er Switzerland. 


FESTUS, 


So all have found it who have tried ; 
Hich as their hills the people's pride 
Never to have bowed before 


The tyrant or the conqueror. 
LUCIFER. 


Away, away! before thee lie 
The fields and floods of Germany. 


FESTUS. 


Vell Tlove thee, Father-land ! 
ce af Europe, as thou art! 
Th free! and crouch no more, but stand ! 
Ynoblest son will take thy part. 
M 


§2 FESTUS. 
LUCIFER. 


There hes Austria! Famous land 
For fiddlesticks and sword-in-hand. 


FESTUS. 


And Poland, whom truly unhappy we cali; 
Unworthy to rise unwilling to fall. 

l‘orge into swords thy feudal chain! 

Smite even the suuls of foes in twain ! 

The fetters have been bound in vain 

Round England’s arms: and we are free 

As the suuls of our sires in Heaven which be. 
That earth should have so few 

Men, Fathers like to you! 


LUCIFER. 
What matter who be free or slaves ? 
For ali there is one tyranny, the grave’s ; 
Or freedom, may be. On! on! haste! 
FESTUS. 
What land is yonder wide, white waste ? 


LUCIFER. 


Ha! tis Russia’s gentle realm: ; 
Whose sceptre is the sword ; whose crown, the helm. 


FESTUS. 


I swear by every atom which exists, 


FESTUS. So 


I better love this reckless ride 

Oer hill and forest, lake and river wide; 

Qer sunlit plain and through the mountain mists, 
Than aught which thou hast given beside. 


LUCIFER. 


Look what a long long track 
Of dust and fire behind, 

Fur miles and miles aback! 
And shrill and strong, 

As we shoot along, 

Whistles and whirrs 

Take a forest of firs 

Falling, the cold north wind. 


FESTUS. 


Luck! my way I can only read 


By the sparks from the hoof of my giant steed, 
LUCIFER. 

Where art thou now ? 
FESTUS, 


I In Tartar land ; 
Know by the desarts of salt and sand. 
Nor aim nor end 


" hath a wandering life; 
ws 


. ‘reaps but rest ; and strife but strife. 

. ith the nations round — 

if ‘| 
"ey never have mixed : 


Por Sood or for il] 


Sf FESTUS. 


They stand all still; 

Their bodies but rove ; 

Their minds are fixed. 

And yonder lies old China’s wall, 
Where gods of gold do men entbral ; 
Gods whose gold is their only worth. 


LUCIFER. 


Well, is not gold the god of earth ? 

Now southward, hey! for Hindostan ! 
The sun beats down both beast and man. 
insect and herb for life do gasp ; 

The river reeks and faints the asp. 


FESTUS. 


But blithe are we 

And our steeds I trow ; 

And the mane of mine 

Yet bears the snow 

Which fell on us 

By Caucasus. 

By the four beasts! but this is warm. 


LUCIFER. 
Away! away! 
Nor stint nor stay ; 
We'll reach the sea before yon storm. 


FESTUS, 


Wilt take the sea ? 


FESTUS. 
LUCIFER. 


Ay, that will we! 

Aid swim as we ride 

Vur steeds astride ; 

Come leap, leap off with me! 


FESTUS. 
What? shall we leap 
Sheer off this steep, 
A nile tht sea above ? 
LUCIFER. 


Leap as to save 
From worse than a grave 
lhe maid thou most dost love ! 


FESTUS. 


here is a rapture in the headlong leap, 
Vhe wedgelike cleaving of the clusing deep! 
A feeling full of hardihood and power 


ith which we court the waters that devour. 
ht 


] 


| itis a feeling great, sublime, supreme, 

} ke the extatic influence of a dream, 

I'n speed one’s way thus o'er the sliding plain ; 
And mike a kindred being with the main. 


LUCIFER. 


Ky Chagas! 


Np this is gallant sport ; 


‘sue at every breath ; 


$6 FESTUS. 


Methinks if I ever have to die 
I'll ride this rate to death. 


FESTUS. 


Away, away upon the whitening tide, 

Like lover hasting to embrace his bride, 

We hurry faster than the foam we ride. 

Dashing aside the waves which round us cling, 
With strength like that which lifts an eagle's wing 
Where the stars dazzle and the angels sing. 


LUCIFER, 


We scatter the spray, 

And break through the billows, 
as the wind makes way 
Through the leaves of willows! 


FESTUS. 


In vain they urge their armies to the fight: 

Their surge-crests crumble ‘neath our stroke of might. 
We meet and fear not; mount; now rise, now fall, 
And dare, with fullnerved arm, the rage of all. 
Through anger-swollen wave or sparkling spray 
Nothing it recks; we hold our perilous way 

Right onward ! till we feel the whirling brain 

Ring with the maddening music of the main; 

Till the fixed eyeball strives and strains to ken, 

Yet loathes to see the shore and haunts of men; 

And the blood, half starting through each ridgy vein, 
In the unwicldy hand sets black with pain. 

Then let the tempest cloud on cloud come spread, 
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And tear the stormy terrors of his head ; 

Let the wild sca-bird wheel around my brow, 

And shriek—and swoop—and flap her wing as now! 
It sladdens! on! ye boisterous billows, roll! 

And keep my body; ye have ta’en my soul. 

Thou element! the type which God hath given, 

For eves and hearts too earthy, of His Heaven! 
Were Heaven a mockery, I would never mourn 
While o'er thy bosom I might still be borne ; 

While yet to me the power and joy was given 

Yo fling my breast on thine, and mingle earth with Heaven. 


LUCIFER. 

See vonder! now we quit the main; 

For here’s the Cape; here's land again ; 

And scour we must over Afric’s plain. 
FESTUS. 

Away, away ! on either hand 

Nor town nor tower ; 

Nor shade nor shower ; 

Nothing but sun and sand. 
LUCIFER. 

See, there they are! I knew, right soon, 

We would light on the mountains of the moon. 

Ov : 

‘er them! over, nought forbids ! 


FESTUS. 


‘onder the Nile and the Pyramids ? 


S& FESTUS. 


Hurrah! by my soul! 

At every bound 

I see, I feel 

The earth rush round. 

I see the mountains slide away ; 
That side night and this side day. 


LUCIFER. 
Shall we go to America ? 
FESTUS, 
Why, have we time ? 
LUCIFER. 
Oh, plenty; 
Be there, too, ere we reckon twenty. 
Another run, another bound! 
and we shall leave this lion ground. 
FESTUS. 
The sea again! the swift bright sea! 
LUCIFER. 
Hold hard, and follow me! 
Well, now we have travelled upon the wavcs, 
x 
Wilt travel a time beneath ? 
And visit the sea-born in their caves; 


And look on the rainbow-tinted wreath 
Of weeds, beset with pearls, wherewith 


FESTUS. S89 


The mermaid her long green hair hath drest, 
Ov rouse the sea-snake from his rest ? 


PESTUS. 
Ay, ay! down let us dive | 
LUCIFER. 


Luok up! we lack not stars ; 

And every star thou seest’s alive: 
A little globe of life, light, love ; 
Whose every atom is a living being, 
Each the other's bosom seeing ; 
Each enlightening the other. 


FESTUS. 


ue how unlike the world above, 
m here each doth mainly, vainly strive 
To dim or to outshine his brother ! 


LUCIFER. 


C 
Ome on! come on! 


FESTUS. 


Are those bright spars, 
Tha sc, ngs which ne’er forgive ; 
Wik... to play on us, and glare 
ge that we so far should dare 
® Search the hidden deeps, 
‘ere tide, the moonslave, sleeps ? 


Or eyes of thi 


90 FESTUS. 


Where the wind breathes not, and the wave 
Walks softly as above a grave ? 

Where the islands strike their roots 

Far from the old mainland ; 

And spring like desert-fruits, 

Shook off by Guod’s strong hand, 


Up from their bed of sand ? 
LUCITER. 


There ! now we stand 
On the world’s-end-land ! 
Over the hills 

Away we go! 

Through fire, and snow, 
And rivers, whereto 

All others are rills. 


FESTUS. 


Through the lands of silver, 
The lands of gold ; 
Through lands untrodden, 
And lands untold. 


LUCIFER. 


By strait and bay 

We must away ; 

Through swanrp, and plain, 
And hurricane ; 


FESTUS. 


And that dark cloud of slaves 


Which yet may rise, 

And blot the bannered stars 

From freedom’s skies. 

America! half-brother of the world ! 


With something good and bad of every land ; 


Greater than thee have lost their seat ; 
Greater scarce none can stand. 

Thy flag now flouts the skies, 

The highest under heaven ; 

Save the red cross, whereto are given 
All victories. 


LUCIFERe 


Our horses snort and snuff the sea, 
And pant for where we ought to be. 


FESTUS. 


Well, here we are! and as we flew in, 
I said, let Darkness follow Ruin! 


LUCIFER. 


"Twas right. Spur on! Come, Darkness 
Think of thy well-strown stall! 


FESTUS. 


For me, I care not what's to come, 
Nor for the fate by which I fall ; 

But I would that I were Ocean's son, 
The solitary brave, 


ik 
© yon sea-snake, to climb upon 


. come! 


92 FESTUS 


The crest of the bounding wave. 

Oh! happy, if at last I lie 

Within some pearled and coral cave ; 

While over head the booming surge 

And moaning billow shall chaunt my dirge ; 
And the storm-blast, as it sweepeth by, 
Shall, answering, howl to the mermaid’s sigh ; 
And the nightwind’s mournful minstrelsy, 
Their requiem over my grave. 


LUCIFER. 


Behold the common, narrow sea, 

Which, like a strong man’s arm, 

Keeps back two foes whose lips are white, 
Whose hearts with rage are warm. 


FESTUS, | 


England! my country, great and free! 
Heart of the world, I leap to thee! 

How shall my country fight 

When her fves rise against her, 

But with thine arm, O Sea! 

The arm which thou lent’st her ? 

Where shall my country be buried 
When she shall die ? 

Ivarth is too scant for her grave: 
Where shall she lie? 

She hath brethren more than a hundred, 
And they all want room: 

They may die and may lie where they live : 
They shall not mix with her doom. 
Where but within thine arms, 


FESTUS. 


O sea, O sea? 

Wherein she hath lived and gloried, 
Let her rest be ! 

We will rise and will say to the sea, 
Flow over her ! | 
We will cry to the death of the deep 
Cover her! - 
The world hath drawn his sword, 
And his red shield drips before him. 
But, my country, rise ! 

Thou canst never die 

While a foe hath life to fly ; 


Rise land, and gore him! 
LUCIFER. 


Now yet on land, and hie along 

O'er forest, copse, and glade ; 

We have but a league or two more to go 
Before our journey’s made ; 

With speed that flings the sun inio the shade! 


FESTUS. 


See the gold sunshine patching, 

And Streaming and streaking across 
The Stay-green oaks; and catching, 
By its soft brown beard, the moss! 


LUCIFER. 


Ah! here we get an open plain: 
Here we'll 


get down. 
“ay, good steeds! be off again! 


Qf FESTUS. 


FESTUS. 


We must be near to Town; 
Or whence that mighty crowd 
Which cheers so long and loud ? 


LUCIFER. 


Hark! what do the people say ? 


FESTUS. 


I hate crowds. 
LUCIFER. 


Well, but stay! 
They kneel before a maiden fair, 
The favourite of the Isles and heir. 


PEOPLE. 


England’s hope and Europe's glory! 
Hail, Victoria! Princess, hail! 
Proudly in our country’s story 

May thy happy name prevail ! 

Iver happy, ever fair ; 

To thee, to thee 

We bend the knee, 

Iengland’s hope and England's heir! 
Star of the mild and maiden light! 
Waiting thy rise we stand ; 

As a covenant again from Heaven 
Shall thy ascent be given, 


FESTUS. 95 


Tv puriiy the land 

From turbulence and lawless might: 

For the smoke of the burnings, 

The blood of the slain, 

Blackens the Heavens 

And soddens the plain. 

But soon shall the diadem beam on thy brow, 
And the spirit evanish that vexeth us now, 
And the Isles shall be happy again. 

Jov to our sea-rocked Isle ! 
Joy to our sea-stormed home ! 
Built upon ocean’s billowy breast 

Like the peace-lined halcyon’s nest. 
Princess fair! on thee we raise 
All our hopes of brighter days: 
Live, then, to command the praise 
A grateful people proudly pays 
To monarchs good and wise ! 
Oh! for the time when earth and main 
Shall echo to the gladsome strain 
Which even shall force the skies, 
Whe 
Victoria’s glorious reign! 
On thy high and ancient throne, 
Vnapproachable, alone, 

Shalt thou be seen, 

The peerless Queen, 

Amid mortal potentates and powers. 
All shall bow and bend the knee, 

AW be cqual after thee ; 

While the world’s wealth and sovereignty, 
With the dominion of the sea— 

And thou! the People’s victory— 

All under God be ours! 


n thou beginn’st thy sway— 


96 FESTUS. 
FESTUS. 


I am bound to thee for ever 
By the pleasure of this day ; 
Henceforth we will never sever, 
Come what come may. 


FESTUS. 97 


Scene —-A Village Feast — Evening. 
Festus, LuctFER, AND OTHERS. 
FESTUS. 


Ir is getting dark: one has to walk quite close, 
To see the pretty faces that we meet. 


LUCIFER. 


A disagreeable necessity 
Truly ! 


FESTUS. 


We Will rest upon this bridge. I am tired. 

Yon tall, slim tree! does it not seem as made 
For its place there ? a kind of natural may-pole. 
| es the lighted stalls stored with the good 


The shouting showman and the clashing cymbal ; 


M8 of our childhood’s world; and behind them, 


The 
'© cpen-doored cottages and blazing hearths ; 


Lhe little ones running up with naked feet, 


And cake in either hand, to their mothers’ laps ; 


Ol and young laughing; schoolboys with their playthings; 
patie Cracking jokes ; and lasses with sly eyes, 

€ smile settling in their sunflecked checks 
an 2©On upon the mellow apricot, 


une 5 e ° 
4p a scene I can, for once, give in to. 
Mus : ; 
St please all; the social and the gelfish ; 


lt 


O 


OS FESTUS. 


The island-hearted, and the continent. 
Are they not happy ? 


LUCIFER. 


Why, it matters not. 
They seem so: that’s enough. 


FESTUS. 
But not the same. 
LUCIFER. 
Yet truth and falsehood meet in seeming, like 
The falling leaf and shadow on the pool's face. 
And these are joys, like beauty, but skin-deep. 
FESTUS. 
Remove all such, and what is the joy of earth ? 
It is they create the appetite of life ; 
Give zest and relish to the lot of millions. 
And take the taste for them away—what is left ? 
A dry ungainly skeleton of soul. 


CUILDREN at play. 


Orcum borcum, kewri korcum, 
Erycum berycum, 


FESTUS. 


Play away, good ones! 


FESTUS. Q9 
‘ AN OLD MAN, 
Pity the poor, blind man! 
FESTUS, 
Here is substantial pity ! 
OLD MAN. 
Hfeaven reward you! 
FESTUS. 


Blind as the blue skies after sunset: blind! 
Mind makes the eye; and yet I should not care 
lil were blind. There is nothing new to be seen; 
And Tam tired of looking on what is. 

One micht as well see beauty never more, 

As look upon it with an empty eye. 

[wish this world was over—I am tired. 

Nought happens but what happens to one’s self; 
And all hath happened that I wished, and more. 
Our pleasures all pass from us, one by one, 

” ith that relief which siching gives the heart, 
Though each sigh leaves it lower. It is sad 


Po think how few our pleasures really are ; 
And for 


- the which we risk eternal good. 
Vhere 


“Te are but two things that a man can rake with 
\ ei and wine ; and were it not that they 
Ne Just the compensation of one’s soul, 
here ig nothing that can‘ satisfy one’s self 
*pt one’s self. Well, it is very sad. 
thy the time we come of age we have felt, 
eas or other, all that age 
*t: we have reaped our field ere noon. 


Eye 


An: 


100 FESTUS. 


The rest is reproduction; sowing—reaping— 
Losing again. Toil and gain tire alike. 

We cannot live too slowly to be happy 

And good; nor too much by the line and square. 
Yet youth is burning to forestal its nature ; 

And will not wait for ‘Time to ferry it 

Over the stream, but flinus itself into 

The flood, and perishes. And yet why not? 
There is no charm in time as time, nor good. 
The long days are no happier than the short ones. 
Guess who am I, old man ? 


OLD MAN. 
God bless you sir! 
FESTUS, 
J thought not. 


OLD MAN, 


I am old and blind. 


FESTUs. 


We leave 
Our home in youth—no matter to what end ; 
Study or strife or pleasure or what not ; 
And coming back in few short years we find 
All as we left it, outside: the old elms, 
The house, grass, gates, and latchet’s self-same click : 
But lift that latchet—all is changed as doom: 
The servants have forgotten our step ; and more 
Than half of those who knew us know us not.” 
Now, that old man; I know hin. 
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LUCIFER. 


Come along! 
J.et us move on to where the dancing is ; 
We soon shall see how happy thiey all are. 


[A couple advance near, 
SHE. 
Such nonsense ! 


HE. 


Yes, you will. 


SHE. 
Til not. 
HE. 
Now do! 
SHE. 


OW can you be so tiresome ? 


HE, 
Well, I will! 


SHE. 


N 
® man is happy till he is impudent. 
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WE. 


Don't blush! 
FESTUS. 


Women blush more at what men say 


Than do. Tow very droll! One more! 


SHE. 


I wont. 
FESTUS, 
You stare your sweetheart out of countenance, 


While kissing him. 


SUE. 


Or he would do nothing else. 


CRYER. 


~ 


All for the low charge of one half-penny ! 


A borrid murcer by a father on 
His four smal] children. Here you have a full, 


‘True, and particular account, &c. 
[ Another couple aneing 


SHE. 


What a poor stick you are! 
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HE. | 
Why, love ? 
SHE. 
You are. 
HE. 
Because I stick to you? 
SHE. 
What should you think ? 
HE. 
That T ean leave you. 
SHE. 


Such ridiculous 
Come, take my hand! 


Nonsense ! 
HE. 
T'll see you further. 


[f third couple. 


WOMAN. 
Now, 
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MAN. 
Sure ! 
WOMAN. 
Then knock him down! 
MAN. 

Knock him there ? 

WOMAN. 

Yes, him there. You fell your man! 
[A fight, and a fall. 
There, now Iam revenged. I love you now. 
The mincing jade! It is her I hate; not him. 
She feels it most. 
CONSTABLE. 
Ihave you. Off with him! 

WOMAN. 
Oh! let him be. Take me! I made him do it. 

LUCIFER, 
Behold the happiness of which thou spakest! 
The highest hills are miles below the sky; 


And so far is the lightest heart below 
True happiness. 
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FESTUS. 


This is a snakelike world, 
And always has its tail within its mouth, 
As if it ate itself, and moral’d time. 
The world is like yon children’s merry-go-round ; 
What men admire are carriages and hobbies, 
Which the exalted manikins enjoy. 
There is a noisy ragged crowd below 
Of urchins drives it round, who only get 
The excitement for their pains—-hest gain perhaps: 
For it is not they who labour that grow dizzy 
Nor sick—that is for the idle, proud ahove, 
Who soon dismount, more weary of enjoying 
Than those below of working ; and but fair. 
It is wretchedness or recklessness alone 
Keeps us alive. Were we happy we should die. 
We ought to die. Let earth’s unhappy live! 
Yet whut is death? I like to think on death: 
It is but the appearance of an apparition. 
One ought to tremble ; but oughts stand for nothing. 
T hate the thought of wrinkling up to rest ; 
The toothlike aching ruin of the body, 
With the heart all out, and nothing left but edge. 
Give me the long high-bounding feel of life, 
Which cries, let me but leap unto my grave, 
And T}] not inind the when nor where. We never 
Care less for life than when enjoying it. 
Oh! I should love to die. What is to die? 

‘annot lay hold on the thought no more than can 
An oak's arms clasp the blast that blows upon it. 
There is an air-like something which must be, 

And yet not to be seen, nor to be touched. 
made up to die; for having been 
: 
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Ivery thing, there is nothing left but nothing 
To be again. 


LUCIFER. 
Hark! here is a ballad-singer. 
BALLAD-SINGER. 
All of my own composing! 


FESTUS. 
Yes, Yes—we know. 
SINGER. 


My gipsy maid! my gipsy maid! 

I bless and curse the day 

I lost the light of life, and caught 

The grief which maketh gray. 

Would that the light which blinded me 
Had saved me on my way! 


My night-haired love! so sweet she was, 
So fair and blithe was she ; 

Her smile was brighter than the moon's, 
Ifer eyes the stars might see. 


I met her by her Jane-spread tent, 
Beside a moss-green stone, 

And bade her make, not mock, my fate, 
My fortune was her own. 

Thou art but yet a boy, she said, 

And I a woman grown. 


FESTUS 


] am a man in love, I cried; 

My heart was early man’d: 

She smiled, and only drooped her eyes, 
And then let go my hand. 

We stood a minute: neither spake 
What each must understand. 


I told her, so she would be mine 

And follow where I went, 

She straight should have a bridal bower 
Instead of gipsy tent. 


Or would she have me wend with her, 
The world between should fall ; 

For her I would fling up faith and friends, 
And name, and fame, and all. 


Her smile so bright froze while I spake, 
And ice was in her eye ; 

So near, it seemed ere touch her heart 
I might have kissed the sky. 


I said that if she loved to rule, 

Or if she longed to reign, 

I would make her Queen of every race 
Which tearlike trode the world’s sad face, 
Or bleed at every vein. 


She laid her finger on her lip, 
And pointed to the sky ; 

here is no God to come, she said: 
Dost thou not fear to die? 


And what is God, I said, to thee ? 
Thy people worship not. 
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The good, the happy, and the free, 
She said, they need no God. 


I looked until I lost mine eyes ; 

I felt as though I were 

In a dark cave, with one weak light— 
The hight of life—with her ; 

And that was wasting fast away ; 

I watched but would not stir. 


Again she took my hand in hers, 
And read it o’er and o'er; 

Ah! eyes so young, so sweet, I said, 
Make as they read love's lore. 


She held my hand—I trembled whilst— 
For sorely soon I felt 

She made the love-cross she foretold, 
And all the woe she dealt. 


Unhappy I should be, she said, 
And young to death be given; 
I told her I believed in her, 
Not in the stars of Heaven. 


Hush! we breathe Heaven, she said, and bowed ; 
And the stars speak through me. 

Let Heaven, I cried, take care of Heaven! 

I only care for thee. 


She shrank: I looked, and begged a kiss ; 
TI knew she had one for me ; 

She would deny me none, she said, 

But give me none would she. 
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My gipsy maid! my gipsy maid ! 
‘Tis three long years like this, 

Since there I gave and got from thee 
That meeting, parting kiss. 


I saw the tears start in her eye, 
And trickle down her cheek, 

Like falling stars across the sky, 
[-scaping from their Maker's eye: 
I saw, but spared to speak. 


Go, and forget! she said, and slid 
Blow her lowly tent. 

1 will not, cannot—hear me, girl ! 
She heard not, and I went. 


At eve, by sunset, I was there, 

The tent was there no more; 

The fire which warmed her flickered still— 
The fire she sat before. 


I stood by it, till through the dark 

I saw not where it lay; 

And then like that my heart went out 
In ashy grief and gray. 


My gipsy maid ! my gipsy maid! 
Oh! let me bless this day ; 

This day it was I met thee first, 
‘And yet it shall be and is cursed, 
For thou hast gone away. 


LUCIFER. 


‘Another, please—not quite ao gloomy, friend. 
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GIRL. 
I wonder if the tale it tells be true. 


SINGER. 


I dare say—but you want a merrier. 

Every man’s life has its apocryphia ; 

Mine has, at least. I have said more than need be. 
It happened, too, when I was very young. 

We never meet such gipsies when we are old ; 

And yet we more complain of youth than age. 

Now, make a ring good people. Let me breathe! 


[S ings. 


Oh! the wee green neuk, the sly green neuk, 
The wee sly neuk for me! 
Whare the wheat is wavin’ bright and brown, | 
And the wind is fresh and free. 
Whare I weave wild weeds, and out o’ reeds 
Kerve whissles as I lay ; 
And a douce low voice is murmurin’ by 
Through the lee-lang simmer day. 
Oh! the wee green neuk, &c. 


And whare a’ things luik as though they lo’ed 
To languish in the sun; 

And that if they feed the fire they drec, 
‘They wadna ae pang were gone. 

Whare the lift aboon is still as death, 
And bright as life can be ; 

While the douce low voice says, na, na, na! 
But ye mauna luk sae at me. 

Oh! the wee green neuk, &e. 
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Whare the lang rank bent is saft and cule, 
And freshenin’ till the feet ; 
And the spot is sly, and the spinnie high, 
Whare my luve and I mak seat : 
And I teaze her till she rins, and then 
TIT catch her roun’ the tree; 
While the poppies shak’ their heids and blush: 
Let ‘em blush till they drap, for me! 
Oh! the wee green neuk, &c. 


FESTUS. 


And all who know such feelings and such scenes 
Will, Lam sure, reward you. Here—take this. 


OTHERS. 
And this, and this—here ! 
SINGER. 


Thank ye all, good friends! 
FESTUS. 


There is much that has no merit but its truth, 

And no excuse but nature. Nature does 

Never Wrong: it is society which sins. 

Look on the bee upon the wing among flowers ; 

How brave, how bright his life! Then mark him hived, 
: ramped, cringing in his self-built social cell. 

es is itin the world-hive: most, where men 

- deep IN Cities as in drifts—death drifts, 

“sing cach other like a flock of sheep; 
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Not knowing and not caring whence nor whither 
They come or go, so that they fool together. 


FARMER. 
I am glad to see you come among us, sir. 
PARSON. 


Why, [have but little comfort in these pastimes; 
And any heart, turned Godwards, feels more joy 
In one short hour of prayer, than ever was raised 
By al! the feasts on earth since their foundation. 
But no one will believe us; as if we 

Had never known the vain things of the world, 
Nor lain and slept in sin’s seducing shade, 
Listless, until God woke us; made us feel 

We should be up and stirring in the sun ; 

For every thing was to be done ere night. 

What is all this joy and jollity about ? 

Grant there may be no sin; what good is it? 

It is like an apple-rind,—fair—good for nothing. 


FARMER. 


If he goes preaching on in his old style 
It will work the people like the riot-act. 


FESTUS. 
Leave him! 
LUCIFER. 


He will never save a soul, I see. 
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PARSON, 


The covenant family— 
FESTUS. 
Ob! come away! 


PARSON. 


The faithful little flock— 


LUCIFER. 


Well, that’s a blessing ; 
It might have been a large one, some believe. 


FESTUS. 


Where is that singer? Oh! I see him. Come! 


SINGER. 


Once on a time there was a king, 
The king of the Scilly isles, sir! 
© ruled over many and over much, 
More than a man a mile, sir. 
‘None ever brake his ancient laws, 
For they were free and fair, sir ; 
he rich gat gear, the poor gat knocks; 
The sober only sat in stocks: 
I think I see you there, sir. 


His ministers made boast that they 
Were Scillier than he, sir; 
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So they passed a Jaw, with much success, 
To make free people free, sir. 

And next they dug the island square ; 
"Twas a triangle before, sir; 

And they all cried out what fun ‘twould be, 

If they could but get to drain the sea, 
And catch the fish ashore, sir. 


This good king died, and then there came 
A modest, wise young queen, sir; 
So what’s to become of the Scilly isles 
No wight I fear can ‘ween, sir. 
But let her only prove herself 
The Scilliest in the land, sir ; 
And the Scilly people, one and all, 
Who are able or to stand or fall, 
With her throne will fall or stand, sir. 


BYSTANDER. 
The good man’s a Reformer. 
ANOTHER. 


He is a Tory. 
A THIRD. 


. He is neither, He is a Radical: who'll bet ? 
What are your politics ? 


SINGER, 


I am no party man: 
I care for measures, not for men; but think 
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Some .ittle may depend upon the men : 
Something in fires depends upon the grate. 


BYSTANDER. 
Oh! he is a tinker. 
FESTUS. 
Mend your songs, good man. 
FIRST BOY. 
What are your colours ? 
SECOND 
Blue as heaven. 
FIRST. 


And mine 
Ate yellow as the sun. 


THIRD. 
Mine green as grass. 
SECOND. 
Green's forsaken, 
And yellow’s fursworn ; 


And blue’s the colour 
That shall be worn! 
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STUDENT. 

Well, Captain, how are you ? 
CAPTAIN. 


Ho! taut and trim.— 
That's a tight lass, there. 


STUDENT. 


Tight! she’s loose enough. 
You see yon wretched starved. old man. 


CAPTAIN, 
I see. 
STUDENT. 


Last week he thought he was about to die; 
So he bade gold be strewn beneath his pillow, 
Gold on a chest that he might lie and see, 
And gold put in a basin on his bed, 

That he might dabble with his fingers in. 

He is going now to givpe for pence or pins: 
He never gave a pin’s worth in his life. 

What would you do to him ? 


LUCIFER. 


I would have him wrought 
Into a living wire, which, beaten out, 
Might make a golden network for the world ; 
Then melt him inch by inch, and hell by hell. 


Peay 
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FESTUS. 


So you are a student, sir. 
STUDENT. 


It is one title 
A man may claiin perhaps with modesty. 


CAPTAIN. 
He is a poor student, who knows only books. 
FESTUS. 


Let him alone for that. I studied once, 

And know what study is: it is to toil 

Hard, through the hours of the sad midnight watch, 
At tasks which seem a systematic curse, 

And Course of bootless penance. Night by night 

To trace one’s thought as if on iron leaves ; 

And Sorrowful, as though it were the mode 

ul date of death we wrote on our tombs : 

W ring a slight sleep out of the couch, and see 

The self-same moon, which lit us to our rest, 

I ag Place scarce changed perceptibly in heaven, 
oe light us to renewal of our toils,— 

This, to the young mind, wild and all in leaf; 
Which knowledge, grafting, paineth. Fruit soon comes, 
And MOre than all our troubles pays us powers ; 

So that we joy to have endured so much: 

That not for nothing have we slaved and slain 


Ourselves, and sweated alway like a bone 
Unburied., 
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STUDENT. 


You are right. It is to strive 
To bring the mind up to one’s own esteem: 
Who but the generous fail? It is to think, 
While thought is standing thick upon the brain 
Like dew upon the brow ; fur thought is brain-sweat ; 
And gathering quick and dark, like storms in summer, 
Until convulsed, condensed, in lightning sport, 
It plays upon the heavens; while heaven, the while 
In still and tearful beauty, marks, not mocks, 
The sacred madness—madness let it be— 
Like a fair young maiden watching her wandering sire. 
When night hath set her silver lamp on high, 
Then is the time for study; when heaven’s licht- 
Pours itself on the page like prophecy 
On time, unglooming all its mighty meanings ; 
It is then we feel the sweet strength of the stars, 
And magic of the von. 


LUCIFER. 
It’s a bad habit. 
STUDENT. 
There was a time when I would never go 
To rest before the sun rose; and for that, 
Through a hke length of time as that now gone, 
The world shall speak of me six thousand years hence. 


LUCIFER. 


How know you that the world wont end to-morrow ? 
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STUDENT. 


Iam devote to study. Worthy books 

Are not companions—they are solitudes : 

We lose ourselves in them and all our cares. 
The farther back we search the human mind, 
The nobler and more marvellous it shews. 
Trifles like these make up the present time ; 
The Wiad and the Pyramids, the past. 


FESTUS, 
And having studicd—what next ? 
STUDENT. 


Much I long 
To view the capital city of the world. 
The mountains, the great cities, and the sea, 
Are each an era in the life of youth. 


FESTUS. 


There to get worldly ways, and thoughts, and schemes ; 
To learn to detect, distrust, despise mankind— 

Token 
That shines with seeming saintlike purity— 

To gloss misdeeds—to trifle with great truths— 
To pit the brain against the heart, and plead 

: It before wisdom,—these are the world’s ways: 
tlearns us to lose that in crowds which we 
must after seek alone—our innocence ; 


And when the crowd is gone, 


a false factitious glare amid much 
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STUDENT. 


Not only that: 

There all great things are round one. Interests, 
Mighty and mountainous of estimate, 
Are daily heaped or tossed beneath the eye. 
Great deeds, great thoughts, great schemes, and crimes, 

and all 
Which is in purpose, or in practice, great 
Of human nature—there are common things. 
Men make themselves be deathless as in spite ; 
As if they waged some lineal feud with time ; 
As though their fathers were immortal, too ; 
And immortality an every-day 
Accomplishment. 


FESTUS. “ 


Fie! fie! it is for this: 
Amid gayer people and more wanton ways, 
To give a loose to all the lists of yonth— 
To train your passion flowers high ahead, 
And bind them on your brow as others do. 
The mornlit revel and the shameless mate— 
The tabled hues of darkness and of blood— 
The published bosom and the crowning smile— 
The cup excessive ; and if aught there be 
More vain than these or wanton—that to have— 
Have all but always in intent, effect, 
Or fact. Nay, nay, deny it not: I know. 
Youth hath a strange and strong desire to try 
All feelings on the heart: it is very wrong, 
And dangerous, and deadly: strive against it! 
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STUDENT. 
It might be some old sage was warning us. 
FESTUS. 


Youth might be wise. We suffer, not from pains, 
But pleasures: it is from them we suffer most. 


CAPTAIN. 


And so you want to see the world, boy, do you? 

To sce the world! See what you like—trust nothing. 
The world is as hollow as an egg-shell, man: 

It is a surface, not a solid, mind ! 


FESTUS. 


Why, look you, as to knowledge of the world, 
It seems to mean but an acquaintance with 
Low things, or evil; and half seems to say— 
Were there but one well only in the world— 
Poison it! Such esteem have men of men! 
All that is good a man may learn from himself, 
And much, too, that is bad. 


LUCIFER. 
The parson is here. 
PARSON. 


Aught th 


at is good a man must get of God 
en He hath made him His ; for until then 
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Men cannot know, nor do, nor be, aught good. 
Oh! there is nought on earth worth being known 
But God and our own souls—the God we have 
Within our hearts; for it is not the hope, 

Nor faith, nor fear, nor notions others have 

Of God can serve us, but the sense and soul 

We have of Him within us; and, for men, 

God loves us men each individually, 

And deals with us in order, soul by soul. 


CLERK. 
Sir, if you please, you are wanted. 
PARSON. 


Pray reflect, friends, 
On what 


CLERK. 
This way, sir! 


PARSON. 


And may the Lord 
LUCIFER. 
Good evening. 
FESTUS. 


Spite of morality or mystery, 
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I know, to young men women are the world, 

For it is they who destinate our life. 

All other knowledge and pursuit seems vain 
Beside the knowledge and the love of women. 
What makes the world in after life I know not, 
For our horizon alters as we age: 

Power only can make up for the lack of love— - - 
Power of some sort. The mind at one time grows 
So fast, it fails ; and then its stretch is more 
Than its strength ; but, as it opes, love fills it up 
Like to the stamen in the flower of life, 

Till for the time we well-nigh grow all love ; - 
And soon we feel the want of one kind heart 

To love what is well, and to forgive what is ill, 
In us,—that heart we play for at all risks. 


STUDENT. 


Flow ean the heart, which lies embodied deep, 

In blood and bone, set like a ruby eye 

Into the breast, be made a toy for beauty, 

And, vane-like, blown about by every wanton sigh ? 
How can the soul, the rich star-travelled stranger, 
Who here sojourneth only for a purchase, 

Risk all the riches of his years of toil, 

And his God-vouched inheritance of Heaven, 

lor one light momentary taste of love ? 


FESTUS. 


Itis so 5 and when once you know the sport— 
The crowded pack of passions in full cry— 

The Sweet deceits, the tempting obstacles— 

he smile, the sigh, the tear, and the embrace— 
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All the delights of love at Jast in one, 
With kisses close as stars in the milky way, 
In at the death you cry, though it be my own! 


STUDENT. 


Upon my soul, most sound morality ! 
Nothing is thought of virtue, then, nor judgment ? 


FESTUS. 


Whiy—judgment—no ! it is nowhere in the field : 
And to be beautiful is every thing 
In woman one can look for. 


STUDENT. 


What! not one 
Quality to inspire respect, besides ? 


FESTUS. 


Respect is very well where there’s no love: 
Respect is what we owe; love, what we give. 
We would rather give than pay. 


LUCIFER. 


Of course you wish 
Women to love you rather than love them. 
It is better. Now, you say you are a student. 
All things take study ; what more than the face ? 
Whether your own, or hers you look and long at. 
There are many ways to one end: here is one :— 
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You are good-looking; but that matters little: 

It only pleases them. To please yourself 

Your face may be as ugly as the -——. Well, well; 
But you must cultivate yourself: it will pay you. 
Study a dimple; work hard at a smile : 

The things most delicate require most pains. 

Practise the upward—now the sidelong glance— 

Now the long passionful unwinking gaze, 

Which beats itself at last, and sees air only. 

Be restless, and distress yourself for her. 

Take up her hand—press it, and pore on it— 

Let it drop—snatch it again as though you had 

Let slip so much of honour or of Heaven. 

Sw car—vow by al] means—never miss an oath: 

If broken, why it only spoils itself: 

It is a broken oath -nd not an whole one. 
Frown—toss about—let her lips be for a time; 

But steal a kiss at last like fire from Heaven. 

And@ if you can weep, weep ! and call them heat-drops. 
Droop your head—sigh deep—play the fool, in short, 
One hour, and she will play the fool for ever. 

What hinders, pray ? the young blood goads you on. 
You change your practice with your subject. All 
Differ. But yet, who knows one woinan well 

By heart, knows all. It is my experience: 

So thank me for my lecture on delusion. 


STUDENT. 
How shall I know whether she loves or not ? 
FESTUS. 


Oh, Many things shew that! We laugh with whom 
We like, and smile with those we love. 
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Or hate. 
But mind ! it is folly to tell women truth. 
They would rather live on lies, so they be sweet. 
Their tears are just as ready as their tongue. 
Their purity is all poetical ; 
Like the red wet eye the hour after ruin. 
Never be long in one mind to one love: 
Kiss them, and cut them as a boat the wave. 


FESTUS. 


Time laughs at love. It is a hateful sight, 

That bald old grey-beard jeering the boy love. 

But as to women: that game has two sides. 
Passion is from affection ; and there is nought 

So maddening and so lowering as to have 

The worse in passion. Think, when one by one, 
Pride, Juve, and jealousy, and fifty more 

Great feelings column up to force a heart, 

And all are beaten back—all fail—all fall : 

The tower intact; but risk it: we must learn. 

To know the world, be wise and be a fool. 

The heart will have its swing—the world its way : 
Who seeks to stop them, only throws himself down. 
We must take as we find: go as they go, 

Or stand aside. Let the world have the wall. 
How do you think, pray, to get through the world ? 


STUDENT. 


I mean not to get through the world at all, 
But over it, 
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FESTUS. 
Aspiring! You will find 

The world is all up-hill when we would do ; 

All down-hill when we sutfer. Nay, it will part 

Like the Red Sea, so that the poor may puss. 

We make our compliments to wretchedness, 

And hope the poor want nothing, and are well. 


But I mean, what profession will ycu choose ? 
Surely you will do something for a name. 


STUDENT. 
Names are of much more consequence than things. 
FESTUS. 


Well; here is our honest, good-for-nothing, friend 
The parson—here the doctor. I am sure 
The Devil might act as moderator there, 
And do mankind some service. 
LUCIFER. 
In his way. 


STUDENT. 


But I care neither for men’s souls nor bodies. 


FESTUS. 


What say you to the law? Are you ambitious ? 
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STUDENT. 


Nor do I mind for other people's business. 

I have no heart for their predicaments : 

I am for myself. I measure every thing 

By, what is it to me ? from which I find 

I have but little in common with the mass, 
I-xccpt my meals and so forth; dress and sleep. 
I have that within me I can live upon: 
Spider-like, spin my place out anywhere. 


FESTUS. 


The heart is sometime ere it find its focus; 

And when it does, with the whole light of nature 

Strained through it to a hair's breadth, it but burns 

The things beneath it, which it lights to death. 

Well, farewell, Mr Student. May you never 

Regret those hours which make the mind, if they 

Unmake the body ; for the sooner we 

Are fit to be all mind, the better. Blest 

Is he whose heart is the home of the great dead, 

And their great thoughts. Who can mistake great 
thoughts ; 

They seize upon the mind; arrest, and search, 

And shake it: bow the tall soul as by wind: 

Rush over it like rivers over reeds, 

Which quaver in the current: turn us cold, 

And pale, and voiceless; leaving in the brain 

A rocking and a ringing,—glorious, 

But momentary, maduess might it last, 

And close the soul with Heaven as with a seal! 

But, first of all your studies, let me not 

Forget to bid you learn Christ’s faith by heart. 
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Study its truths, and practise its behests : 

They will be with you when all else have gone. 
Mind, body, passion, all wear out—not faith, 

Nor truth. Keep your heart cool, or rule its heat 
To fixed ends: waste it not upon itself. 

Not all the agony of all the damned, 

I'used in one pang, vies with that earthquake throb 
Which wakens us from waste to let us sce 

The world rolled bye for aye; and that we must 
Wait an eternity for our next chance, 

Whether it be in Heaven or elsewhere. 


STUDENT. 


Sir, 
I will remember this most grave advice, 
And think on you with all respect. 


FESTUS, 


Well, mind! ° 
The worst men often give the best advice. 
God knows I am good enough for this world ; yet 
The best man is a bad man; so the world 
Hath many a million worse than you or I. 
Our deeds are often better than our thoughts, 
Commend me, friend, to every one you meet: 
T am an universal favourite. 
Old men admire me deeply for my beauty, 
Young women for my genius and strict virtue, 
And young men for my modesty and wisdom. 
All turn to me, whenever I speak, full-faced, 
As planets to the sun, or owls to a rushlight.— 
There is a man in mourning—what does he here ? 
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He has just buried the only friend he had, 
And row comes hither to enjoy himself. 


FESTUS. 


Why will we dedicate the dead to God, 

And not ourselves, the living? Oft we speak, 

With tears of joy and trust, of some dear friend 

As surely up in Heaven; while that same soul, 

For aught we know, may be shuddering even in Hell 
To hear his name named ; or there may be no 

Soul in the case; and the fat icy worm, 

Give him a tongue, can tell us all about him. 


STUDENT. 


Here is music. Stay. That simple melody 

Comes on the heart like infant innocence— 

Pure feeling pure ; while yet the new-bodied soul 

Is swinging to the motion of the heavens, 

And scarce hath caught, as yet, earth’s backening-course. 


FESTUS. 


The heart is formed as earth was—its first age 
Tormless and void, and fit but for itself; 

Then feelings half alive, just organized, 

Come next,—then creeping sports and purposes,— 
Then animal desires, delights, and loves— 

For love is the first and granite-like effect 

Of things—the longest and the highest: next 

The wild and winged desires, youth’s saurian schemes, 
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Which creep and fly by turns; which kill, and eat, 
And do disgorge each other: comes at length 

The mould of perfect matchless manhood—then 
Woman divides the heart, and multiplies it. 

The insipidity of innocence 

Palls: it is guilty, happy, and undone. 

A death is laid upon it, and it goes— 

Quits its green Eden for the sandy world, 

Where it works out its nature, as it may, 

In sweat, smiles, blood, tears, cursings, and what not. 
And giant sins possess it; and it worships 

Works of the hand, head, heart—its own or others— 
A creature worship, which excludeth God's : 

The less thrusts out the greater. Warning comes, 
But the heart fears not—feels not; till at last 

Down comes the flood from Heaven ; and that heart, 
Broken inwards, earthlike, to its central hell: 

Or like the bright and burning eye we see 

Inly, when pressed hard backwards on the brain, 
Inds and begins again-—dcstroyed, is saved. 

Iivery man is the first man to hinself, 

And Eves are just as plentiful as apples ; 

Nor do we full, nor are we saved by proxy. 

The Iden we live in is our own heart ; 

And the first thing we do, of our free choice, 

Is sure and necessary to be sin. 


LUCIFER. 


The only right men have is to be dainned. 
What is the good of music, or the beauty ? 
Music tells no truths. 


FESTUS, 


Oh! there is nought so swect 
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As lying and listening music from the hands, 

And singing from the lips, of one we love— 

Lips that all others should be tuned to. Then 

The world would all be love and song; Efeaven’s harps 
And orbs join in: the whole be harmony— 

Distinct, yet blended—blending all in one 

Tiong and delicious tremble like a chord. 

But to thee, God! all being is a harp, 

Whereon thou makest mightiest melody. 


[ They pass some card-players, 


STUDENT. 


Kings, queens, knaves, tens would trick the world away, 
And it were not now and then for some brave ace. 


FESTUS. 


We must go. Thrice farewell. 


LUCIFER. 


Let us walk on. 


FESTUS. 


Yonder’s a woman singing. Let us hear her. 
[Ffoman sing 


Now Iam a maiden just turned eighteen, 

So I can’t be too old to be married, J mean. 

I know I'm good-looking; men stare if I stir ; 

And my grand-mama says, I’m the image of her. 

If I am, ’tis because, and the thought makes me tingle— 
We each of us happen just now to be single. 
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I've a clear hundred pe nds by myself to be spent, - 
So what say you to me or a wife young gent? 

It is true we know no.hing at all of the world, 

But I think it well manned, if you think it well girled: 

IT hear my heart beat, and [ hear my cash jingle ; 

Eh! you simpletor how dare you sleep and be single ? 


Now, as to experience, what can it be ? 

You are ignorant; true—you know nothing but me. 

T have taught you all you know in love or in life. 

Oh! I will have a husband! Do you want a wife ? 
Then come my brave fellow, let licarts and hands mingle; 
Marry me, love and live, and then die and be single. 


FESTUS, 
Here—I will buy that. Sing another, now. 


[ Homan sings again. 


In the gray church tower 

Were the clear bells ringing, 

When a maiden sat in her lonely bower, 
Sadly and lowly singing ; 

And thus she sang that maiden fair, 

Of the soft blue eyes and the long light hair. 


This hand hath oft been held by one 
Who now is far away ; 

And here I sit and sigh alone 
Through all the weary day: 

Oh, when will he I love return ? 

Oh, when shall I forget to mourn ? 


Along the dark and dizzy path 
Ambition madly runs, 
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"Tis there, they say, his coucse he hath, 
And therefore love he shur. . 

Oh, fame and honour bind h’s brow! 
For so he would be with me row. 


In the gray church tower 

kept the clear bells ringing, 

When a bounding step in the lonely bower 
Broke on the maiden singing. é 
She turned—she saw—oh, happy fair! 

For her love, who loved her so well, was there. 


FESTUS, 


Women love only those who win—and right ; 
What else were there to strive and conquer for ? 
The least thing we can do is to fight for them. 


LUCIFER. 


And we might trust these youths and maidens fair, 
The world was made for nothing but love—love. 
Now I think it was made but to be burned, 


FESTUS. 


And if I love not now, while woman is 

All bosom to the young, when shall I love ? 

Who ever paused on passion’s fiery wheel ? 

Or, trembling by the side of her he loved, 

Whose lightest touch brings all but madness, ever 
Stopped coldly short to reckon up his pulse ? 

The car comes—and we lie—and let it come: 

It crushes—kills—what then? It is joy to die. 
Enough shall not fool me. J fling the foil 

Away. Let me but Jook on aught that casts 
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The shadow of a pleasure, and here I bare 

A breast which would embrace a bride of fire. 
Pleasure—we part not! No. It were easier 

To wring God’s lightnings from the grasp of God. 

I must be mad: but so is all the world. 

One’s brain is of some use, but the heart is horn-mad ; 
And I am scarce so false as sume who seem 

To feel with their heads, and reason by their hearts, 
Folly! It matters not. What is the world 

Tome? Nought. Iam all things to myself. 

If my heart thundered, would the world rock? Well— 
Then let the mad world fight its shadow down; 
There soon will be nor sun, nor world, nor shadow, 
And thou, my blood, my bright red running soul— 
Wine of my life, which makest drunk my soul, 
Rejoice thou, like a river in thy rapids! 
Rejoice—thou wilt never pale with age, nor thin; 
But in thy full dark beauty, vein by vein, 

Fold by fold, serpent-like, encircling me 

Like a stag, sunstruck, top thy bounds and die,— 
Throb, bubble, sparkle, laugh and leap along ! 

Make merry while the holidays shail last. 

Heart! I could tear thee out, thou fool! thou fool! 
And strip thee into shreds upon the wind: 

What have I done that thou shouldst serve me thus ? 


LUCIFER. 
Let us away. We have had enough of this. 
FESTUS, 


_ The night is glooming on us. It is the hour 
Wher lovers will speak lowly, for the sake 
Of being nigh each other; and when love 
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Shoots up the eye like morning on the east, 

Making amends for the long northern night 

They passed ere either knew the other loved. 

It is the hour of hearts, when all hearts tcel 

As they could love to mad death, finding aught 

To give back fire; for love, like nature, is 
War—sweet war! Arms! ‘To arms! so they be thine, 
Woman! Old people may say what they please— 
The heart of age is like an emptied wine-cup, 

Its life lies in a heel-tap—how can they judge ? 

"TF were a waste of time to ask how they wasted theirs. 
But while the blood is bright, brezth sweet, skin smooth, 
And limbs all made to minister delight ; 

Iere yet we have shed our locks like trees their leaves, 
And we stand staring bare into the air; 

He is a fool who is not for love and beauty. 

I speak unto the young, for I am of them, 

And alway shall be. What are years to me ? 
Traitors! that vice-like fang the hand ye lick: 

Ye fall like small birds beaten by a storm 

Against a dead wall, dead. I pity ye. 

Oh! that such mean things should raise hope or fear ; 
‘Those Titans of the heart, that fight at Heaven 

And sleep by fits on fire ; whose slightest stir’s 

An earthquake. [Tam bound and blest to youth! 

Oh! give me to the young—the fair—the free— 

The brave; who would breast a rushing burning world 
Which came between them and their hearts’ delight. 
None but the brave and beautiful can love. 

Love is a loadstone-—acts on iron only. 

Oh, for the young heart like a fountain playing! 
Flinging its bright fresh feelings up to the skies 

It loves and strives to reach—-strives, loves in vain: 

It is of earth, and never neant for Heaven. 
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We laugh at love, and make a jest of IIcll; 

While we fear each, and scek. The sphinx-like heart, 
Consistent in its inconsistency, 

Loathes life the moment that life’s riddle is read: 
The knot of our existence is untied, 

And we lie Joose and useless. Life is had ; 

And then we sigh, and say, can this be all ? 

It is not what we thought—it is very well— 

But we want something more—there is but death. 
And when we have said, and seen, and done, and had, 
Enjoyed, and suffered, all we have wished and feared— 
From fame to ruin, and from love to loathing— 

There can come but one more change—-try it—death. 
Oh! it is great to feel we care for nothing— 

That hope, nor love, nor fear, nor aught of earth 

Can check the royal lavishment of life ; 

But like a streamer strown upon the wind, 

We fling our souls to fate and to the future. 

And to die young is youth’s divinest gift,— 

To pass from one world fresh into another, 

Ere change hath lost the charm of soft regret, 

And feel the immortal impulse from within 

Which makes the coming, life—cry alway, on! 

And follow it while strong—is Heaven's last mercy. 
The fire-fly only shines when on the wing; 

So is it with the mind: when once we rest, 

We darken. On! said God unto the soul 

As to the earth, for ever. On it goes, 

A rejoicing native of the infinite— 

As is a bird of air—an orb of heaven. 
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Scene—Another and a better World. 
Festus anD LuciFenr. 
FESTUS. 
What a sweet world!) Which is this, Lucifer ? 
LUCIFER. | 
This is the star of evening and of beauty. 
FESTUS. 
Otherwise Venus. I will stay here. 
LUCIFER. 


Nay ; 
It is but a visit. 


FESTUS. 
Let us look about us. 
It is Heaven—it must be: aught so beautiful 
Must, I am sure, have feeling. Cannot worlds live ? 


LUCIFER. 


This is a world where every Jovelicst thing 
Lasts longest ; where decay lifts never head 
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Above the grossest forms: the flower fades not— 

The beautiful die never, here: Death lies 
Adreaming—he has nvught to do—the babe 

Plays with his darts. Nouzht dies but what should die. 
Here are no earthquakes, storms, nor plagues; no Hell 
At heart; no fluating flood on high. The soil 

Is ever fresh and fragrant as a rose— 

The skies, like one wide rainbow, stand on gold— 

The clouds are light as rose-leaves—and the dew, 

"Tis of the tears which stars weep, sweet with joy— 
The air is softer than a loved one’s sigh— 

The ground is glowing and glistening with gems, 

And with all precious ore, like a bride’s bosom— 

The trees have silver stems and emerald leaves— 

The fountains bubble nectar—and the hills 

Arc half alive with light. Yet it is not Heaven. 


FESTUS. 


Oh, how this world should pity man’s! T love 

To walk earth's woods when the storm bends his bow, 
And volleys all his arrows off at once ; 

And when the dead brown branch comes crashing close 
To my feet, to tread it down, because I feel 

Decay my foe: and not to triumph is worse 

Than not to win. It is wrong to think on earth; 

But terror hath a beauty even as mildness ; 

As he, whose nurse suppled with blood her nipple, 
Drew with like pleasure, may be, blood as milk ; 

For so the tyrant’s life-woof seems to be striped. 

And I have felt more pleasure far on earth, 

When, like a lion or a day of battle, 

The storm rose, roared, shook out his shaggy mane, 
And leapt abroad on the world, and lay down red, 
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Licking himself to sleep as it got light ; 
And in the cataract-like tread of a crowd, 
And its irresistible rush, flooding the green 
As though it came to doom, than ever 1 can 
Feel in this faery orb of shade and shine. 

I love earth! 


LUCIFER. 


Thou art mad to dote on earth 
When with this sphere of beauty. 


FESTUS. 


It is the blush 
Of being ; surely, too, a maiden world, 
Unmarred by thee. Touch it not, Lucifer ! 


LUCIFER. 
The fairest things are ever soonest soiled,— 
The sweetest fruit is always pecked. But this world— 
It is too bright to tarnish. 

FESTUS. 

Didst thou fail? 

LUCIFER. 
I cannot fail: with me success is nature: 
I am the cause, means, consequence of ill. 


But I said that I would shew thee marvels here ; 
For here dwell many ange!s—many souls 
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Who have run pure through earth, or been made pure 
By their salvation since. It is a mart 

Where all the holy spirits of the world 

Perform sweet interchange, and purchase truth 

With truth, and love with love. Hither came Ile, 
The Son—the Saviour of the universe ; 

Not in the stable-state He went to earth— 

A servant unto slaves; but asa God, 

Carrying His kingdom with Him, and His Heaven. 


FESTUS. 


Lo, here are spirits! and all seem to love 


Each other. 
LUCIFER. 


Ile hath only half a heart 
Who loves not all. 


FESTUS. 


Speak for me to some angel. 
See, here is one, a very soul of beauty : 
It is the muse. 


MUSE. 


I am the holy muse, 
Whom all the great and bright of mortals choose— 
Whom all the little dull of earth refuse. 
It is I who breathe my soul into the lips 
Of those great lights whom death nor time eclipse : 
It is I who wing the loving heart with song, 
And set its sighs to music on the tongue: 
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It is I who watch, and, with sweet dreams, reward 
The starry slumbers of the youthful bard ; 

For I love every thing that is sweet and bright. 

And but this morn, with the first wink of light, 

A sunbeam left the sun, and, as it sped, 

I followed, watched, and listened what it said : 
Wherefore, with all this brightness am I given 

From sun to earth? Am I not fit for Heaven ? - 
From God I came first ; and, though worlds have passed, 
Ages, and dooms, yet I am light to the last. 
Whatever God hath once bent to Is will 

Is sacred ; so the world is to be loved still, 

What of this swift, this bright, but downward being, 
Too burning to be borne—too brief for seeing ? 
What is mine ann—mine end? JT would not die 

In dust, or water, or an idiot’s eye: 

I would not cease in blood, nor end in fire, 

Nor light the loveless to their low desire ; 

No; let me perish on the poet’s page, 

Where he kisses from his beauty’s brow all age ; 
Spelling it fair for aye, and wrinkle scorning, | 
As when first that brow brake on him like a morning. 
But yet [ cannot quit this line I tread, 

Though it lead and leave me to the eycless dead ; 

It is mine errand: it is for this I come, 

And live, and die, and go down to my doom. 

This is my fate—right and bright to speed on. 

God is His own God: fate and fall are one. 

Straight from the sun I go, like life from God, 
Which hits, now on a heaven, now on a clod. 

But, spite of all, the world’s air warps our way, 

And crops the roses off the cheek of day; 

As some false friend, who holds our fall in trust, 

Oils our decline, and hands us to the dust. . 
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Where are the sunbeams gone of the young green earth ? 
Search dust and night: our death makes clear our birth—- 
It said—and saw earth; and one moment more 

Fell bright beside a vine-shadowed cottage door: 

In it came— glanced upon a glowing page, 

Where, youth forestalling and foreshortening age— 
Weak with the work of thought, a boyish bard, 

Sate suing night and stars for his reward. 

The sunbeam swerved and grew, a breathing, dim, 
For the first time, as it lit and looked on him: 

His forehead faded—pale his lip and dry— 

Hollow his check—and fever fed his eye. 

Clouds lay about his brain, as on a hill, 

Quick with the thunder thought, and lightning will. 
His clenched hand shook from its more than midnight clasp, 
Till his pen fluttered like a winged asp, 

Save that no deadly poison blacked its lips: 

It was his to life-enlighten, not eclipse ; 

Nor would he shade one atom of another, 

To have a sun his slave, a god his brother. 

The young moon laid her down as one who dies, 
Knowing that death can be no sacrifice, 

For that the sun, her god, through nature’s night 
Shall make her bosom to grow great with light. 

Still he sate, though his lamp sunk; and he strained 
His eyes to work the nightness which remained. 

Vain pain! he could not make the light he wanted, 
And soon thought’s wizard ring gets disenchanted. 
‘When earth was dayed—was morrowed— the first ray 
Perched on his pen, and diamonded its way. 

The sunray that I watched ; which, proud to mark 
The line it loved as deathless, there died dark— 

Died in the only path it would have trod, 

Were there as many ways as worlds to God,— 
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There, in the eye of God again to burn, 

As all man’s glory unto God’s must turn. 

And so may sunbeams ever guide his pen, 

And God his heart, who lights the morn of men ; 

For this life is but being’s first faint ray ; 

And sun on sun, and heaven on heaven, make up God’s 
day. 

And were there suns in day as stars in night, 

They would shew but like one ray from out His full- 
sphered light ; 

As but one momentary gleam would fly ; 

Or, as years, the arrows of eternity. 


FESTUS, 


Pocts are all who love—who feel great truths— 
And tell them; and the truth of truths is love. 
There was a time—oh, I remember well ! 

When, like a sea-shell with its seaborn strain, 
My soul aye rang with music of the lyre; 

And my heart shed its lore as leaves their dew— 
A honey dew, and throve on whut it shed. 

All things I loved ; but song I loved in chief. 
Imagination is the air of mind; 

Judgment its earth, and memory its main; 
Passion its fire. I was at home in Heaven: 
Swiftlike F lived above: once touching earth, 
The meanest thing might master me: long wings 
But baffled. Still and still I harped on song. 
Oh! to create within the mind is bliss ; 

And, shaping forth the lofty thought, or lovely, 
We seck not, need not Heaven: and when the thought— 
Cloudy and shapeless, first forms on the mind, 
Slow darkening into some gigantic make, 
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How the heart shakes with pride and fear, as heaven 
Quakes under its own thunder; or as might, 

Of old, the mortal mother of a god, 

When first she saw him lessening up the skies. 

And I began the toil divine of verse, 

Which, like a burning bush, doth guest a god. 

But this was only wing-flapping—not flight ; 

The pawing of the courser ere he win ; 

Till, by degrees, from wrestling with my soul, 

I gathered strength to keep the fleet thoughts fast, 
And made them bless me. Yes, there was a time 
When tomes of ancient song held eye and heart— 
Were the sole lore I recked of: the great bards 

Of Greece, of Rome, and mine own master land, 
And they who in the holy book are deathless,— 
Men who have vulgarized sublimity, 

And bought up truth for the nations; parted it 

As soldiers lotted once the garb of God,— 

Men who have forged gods—uttered—made them pass : 
In whose words, to be read with many a heaving 

Of the heart, is a power, Jike wind in rain— 

Sons of the sons of God, who, in olden days, 

Did leave their passionless Heaven for earth and woman, | 
Brought an immortal to a mortal breast ; 

And, like a rainbow clasping the sweet earth, 

And melting in the covenant of love, 

Left here a bright precipitate of soul, 

Which lives for ever through the lines of men, 
Flashing, by fits, like fire from an enemy’s front— 
Whose thoughts, like bars of sunshine in shut rooms, 
Mid gloom, all glory, win the world to light— 
Who make their very follies like their souls ; 

And, like the young moon with a ragged edge, 
Still, in their imperfection, beautiful— 
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Whose weaknesses are lovely as their strengths, 

Like the white nebulous matter between stars, 

Which, if not light, at least is hkest light,— 

Men who walk up to fame as to a friend, 

Or their own house, which from the wrongful heir 

They have wrested, from the world’s hard hand and 
gripe,— 

Men who, like Death, all bone, but all unarmed, 

Have ta’en the giant world by the throat, and thrown him; 

And made hiin swear to maintain their name and fame 

At peril of his life—who shed great thoughts 

As easily as an oak locseneth its golden leaves 

In a kindly largess to the soil it grew on— 

Whose rich dark ivy thoughts, sunned over with love, 

Flourish around the deathless stems of their names— 

Whose names are ever on the world’s broad tongue, 

Like sound upon the falling of a source— 

Whose words, if winged, are with angels’ wings— 

Who play upon the heart as on a harp, 

And make our eyes bright as we speak of them— 

Whose hearts have a look southwards, and are open 

To the whole nvon of nature,—these I have waked 

And wept over, night by night; oft pondering thus: 

Homer is gone; and where is Jove? and where 

The rival cities seven? His song outlives 

Time, towcr, and god—all that then was, save Heaven. | 


MUSE. 


Yea, but the poor perfections of thine earth 
Shall be as little as nothing to thee here ; 
For here the poet, like that wall of fire 

In ancient song, surrounds the universe ; 
Lighting himself, wherever he soars or dives, 
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With his own bright brain—this is the poet’s heaven. 
Here he may realize each form or scene 

He ever on earth imagined; or bid dreams 

Stand fast, and faery palaces appear. 

Here he has Heaven to hear him; to the which 

He sings, with mainlike voice and song, the love 
Which lent him his whole strength, as is the wont 
Of all great spirits and good throughout the world. 
Oh! happiest of the happy is the bard ! 


FESTUS. 


God must be happy, who aye makes; and since 
Mind is first of things, who makes from mind is blest 
Over men. ‘Thus saith the bard to his work :—I am 
Thy god, and bid thee live as my God me: 

I live or die with thee, soul of my soul! 

Thou camest and wentst, sunlike, from morn to eve; 
And smiledst fire upon my heaving heart, 

Like the sun in the sea, till it arose 

And dashed ahout its house all might and mirth, 
Like ocean’s tongue in Staffa’s stormy cave. 

Thou art a weakly reed to lean upon; 

But, like that reed the false cne rapt from Heaven, 

- Full of immortal fire—immortal as 


The breath of God’s lips—every breath a soul. — 
MUSE. 
Mortal! the muse is with thee: leave her not. 
FESTUS. 


Once my ambition to another end 
Stirred, stretched itself, but-slept again. I rose. 
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And dashed on earth the harp, mine other heart, 
Which, ringing, brake; its discord ruinous 
Harmony still; and coldly I rejoiced 

No other joy I had, wormlike, to feed 

Upon my ripe resolve. It might not he: 

The more I strove against, the more I loved it. 


LUCIFER. 
Come, let us walk along. So say, farewell. 


FESTUS. 


I will not. 


MUSE, 


No; my greeting is for ever. 
‘*. 


LUCIFER. 
Well, well, come on! 
9 9 
FESTUS. 


Oh! shew me that sweet soul 
Thou broughtst to me the first night that we met. 
She must be here, where all are good and fair: 
And thou didst promise me. 


LUCIFER. 
Is that not she 


Walking alone, up-looking to thine earth? 
For, lo! it shineth through the mid-day air. 
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FESTUS. 
It is! itis! 
LUCIFER. 


Well, I will come again. 


[ Goes. 
FESTUS. 


Knowest thou me, mine own immortal love ? 
How shall I call thee? Say what mayst thou be! 


ANGELA. 
I am a spirit, Festus; and I love 
Thy spirit, and shall love, when once like mine, 
More than we ever did or can even now. 

FESTUS. 
Thou dost remember me. 

ANGELA. 

Ay, every thought 
And look of love which thou hast lent to me 
Comes daily through my memory as stars 
Wear through the dark. 


FESTUS, 


And thou art happy, love? 
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ANCELA. 
Yes: Jam happy when I can do good. 
FESTUS, 


To be good is to do good. Who dwell here ? 
Are they all deathless—happy ? 


ANGELA, 


All are not: 
Some evr, though rarely—slightly. Spirits sin 
Only in thought; and they are of a race 
Higher than thine—have fewer wants and less 
Temptations—many more joys—greater powers. 
They need no civil sway: each rules himself— 
Obeys himself: all live, too, as they choose, 
And they choose nought but good. They who have come 
From earth, or other orb, use the same powers, 
Passions, and purposes, they had ere death; 
Although enlarged and freed, to nobler ends, 
With better means. Here, the hard warrior whets 
The sword of truth, and steels his soul against sin. 
The fierce and lawless wills which trooped it over 
His breast—the speared desires that overran 
The fairest fields of virtue, sleep and lie 
Like a slain host beneath snow; and he dyes his hands 
Deep in the blood of evil passions. Here, 
The statesman makes new laws for growing worlds, 
Through their forefated ages. Here, the sage 
Mastcrs all mysteries, more and more, from day 
To day, watching the thoughts of men and angels 
Through moral microscopes; or hails afar, 


FESTUS. 151 


By some vast intellectual instrument, 

The mighty spirits, good or bad, which range 

The space of mind; some spreadiug death and woe 
On far off worlds—some great with good and life. 
Here, too, some pluck the branch of peace wherewith 
To grect a suffering saint, and shew his flood 

Of woe hath sunken: this I love to do. 

My love, we shall be happy here. 


FESTUS, 


Shall I 


Ever come here ? 
ANGELA, 


Thou mayst. I will pray for thee, 
And watch thee. 


FESTUS. 
Thou wilt have, then, need to weep. 
ANGELA. 


Practise thy spirit to great thoughts and things, 
That thou mayst start, when here, from vantage ground. 


FRSTUS. 


I do not fear to die; for, though I change 
The mode of being, I shall ever be. 

World after world will fall at my right hand; 
The glorious future be the past despised : 
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All now that seemeth bright will soon seem dim, 
And darker grow, like earth, as we approach it ; 
While I shall stand upon yon heaven which now 
Hangs over me. If aught can make me seek 
Other to be than that lost soul I fear me, 
It is, that thou lovest me. 


Heaven were not Heaven 
Without thee. 


LUCIFER,. 


Tan: here now. Art thou ready ? 
Let us go. 


ANGELA, 


Well—farewell. It makes me grieve 
To bid a loved one back to yon false world-— 
To give up even a mortal unto death, 
Thou wilt forget me soon, or seek to do. 


FESTUS, 


When I forget that the stars shine in air— 
When I forget that beauty is in stars— 

When I forget that love with beauty is— 

Will I forget thee : till then, all things but thee. 
Thy love to me was perfect from the first, 

I'ven as the rainbow in its native skies : 

It did not grow: let meaner things mature. 


ANGELA. 


The rainbow dies in heaven, and not on earth : 
But love can never die: from world to world, 
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Up the high wheel of heaven, it lives for aye. 
Remember that I wait thee, hoping here. 
Come to me when thou diest! 


FESTUS, 
I will, I will. 
ANGELA. © 


Then, in each other's arms, we will waft through space, 
Spirit in spirit, one! or we will dwell 

Among these immortal groves; or watch new worlds, 
As, like the great thoughts of a Maker-mind, 

They are rounded out of chaos: and we will 

Be oft on earth with those we love, and help them ; 
For God hath made it lawful for good souls 

To make souls good; and saints to help the saintly. 


FESTUS. 
I must to earth again. Farewell, sweet soul! 
ANGELA. 


Furewell! [love thee, and will oft be with thee. 


[They qo. 
LUCIFER. 


J like earth more than this: I rather love 

A splendid failing than a petty good ; 

Even as the thunderbolt, whose course is downwards, 
Is nobler far than any fire which soars. 
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I am determined to be good again—- 

Again? When was I otherwise than ill? 

Does not sin pour from my soul like dew from earth, 
And, vapouring up before the face of God, 
Congregate there, in clouds, between Heaven and me? 
What wonder that I lack delight of life ? 

For it is thus—when amid the world's delights, 

How warm soever we feel a moment among them— 
We find ourselves, when the hot blast hath Llown, 
Prostrate, and weak, and wretched, even as I ain. 

I wish that I could leap from off this star, 

And dash my soul to atoms like a glass. 


LUCIFER. 
I have done nothing for thee yet. Thou shalt 
See Ifeaven, and Hell, and all the sights of space, 
All in a moment, if thou wilt. Up! rise! 


FESTUS. 


No; Ill be good ; and will sce none of them. 
Iearth draws us like a loadstone. We are coming. 
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Scene— A large Purty and Entertainment. 
Festus, LAapDIEes, AND OTHERS. 
FESTUS. 


My Helen! let us rest awhile, 

For most I love thy calmer smile ; 

Welll not be missed from this gay throng, 
They dance so eagerly and long ; 

And were one half to go away, 

lil bet the rest would scarce perceive it. 


HELEN. 


With thee I either go or stay, 

Prep~.ed, the same, to like or leave it. 
These two, perhaps, will take our places ; 
They seem to stand with longing faces. 


FESTUS. 


Then sit we, love, and sip with me, 

And I will teach thyself to thee. 

Thy nature is so puré and fine, 

"Tis most like wine ; 

Thy blood, which blushes through each vein, 
Rosy champagne ; 

And the fair skin which o'er it grows, 

Bright as its snows. 
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Thy wit, which thou dost work so well, 
Is like cool moselle ; 

Like madeira, bright and warm, 

Is thy smile’s charm; 

Claret’s glory hath thine eye, 

Or mine must lie ; 

But nought can like thy lips possess 
Deliciousness ; 

And now that thou art divinely merry, 
Vil kiss and call thee, sparkling sherry. 


HELEN. 


I am yours, sir, for the flattery : 
Such compliments are new to me: 
I only envy you the power to make them. 


FESTUS. 
"Tis sure the better part to take them. 
HELEN. 
We dont believe them when you pay them. 
FESTUS. 


Nor we when we say them. 

No longer, then, ladies! I pray, 

At our flattery or fickleness gricve ; 
If you never believe what we say, 
We never say what we believe. 


HELEN. 


I sometimes dream that thou wilt leave me 
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Without thy love, even me, lonely ; 

And oft I think, though oft it grieve me, 
That I am not thy one love only: 

But I shall alway love thee till 

This heart, like earth in death, stand still. 


FESTUS. 


I love thee, and will leave thee never, 

Until my soul leave life for ever. 

If earth can from her children run, 

And leave the seasons—leave the sun,— 

If yonder stars can leave the sky, 

Bright truants from their home in heaven— 
Immortals who deserve to die, 

Were death not too good to be given,— 

If Heaven can leave and live from God, 
And man tread off his cradle clod— 

If God can leave the world He sowed, 
Right in the heart of space to fade— 

Soul, earth, star, Heaven, man, world, and God 
May part—not I from thee, sweet maid. 


HELEN. 
There is much that’s dearer to us far than Heaven, 
And this, in love—to have a doubt forgiven. 
I would rather die than love again 
As I have loved—and loved in vain. 


FESTUS. 


Ah! see again my favourite dance, 
See the wavelike line advance ; 
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And now in circles break, 

Like rain drops on a lake: 

Now it opens, now it closes, 

Like a wreath dropping into roses. 


HELEN. 
It is a lovely scene, 
Fair as aught on earth; 
And we feel, when it hath been, 
At heart a dearth; 
As from the breaking up of some bright dream— 
The failing of a fountain’s spray-topt stream. 


WILL. 


Tadies—-your leave—we'll choose a Queen 
To rule this fair and festa! scene. 


CHARLES, 


And it were best to choose by lot, 
So none can hold herself forgot. 


[They draw lots : it fulls to Helen. 


FESTUS. 


I knew, my love, how this would be; 
I knew that Fate must favour thee. 


ALL. 


Lady fair! we throne thee Queen! 
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Be thy sway as thou hast been— 
Light, and lovely, and serene. 


FESTUS. 


Here—-wear this wreath! No ruder crown 
Should deck that dazzling brow ; 

Or ask yon halo from the moon— 

God would give all things now ; 

For, nature through, the first of sights 

Are beauties—His own favourites. 

T crown thee, love; I crown thee, love ; 

T crown thee Queen of me ! 

And oh! but I ama happy land, 

And a loyal land to thee. 

I crown thee, love; I crown thee, love ; 
Thou art Queen in thine own right ! 

Feel! my heart is as full as a town of joy: 
Look! I’ve crowded mine eyes with light. 

I crown thee, love; I crown thee, love ; 
Thou art Queen by right divine! 

And thy love shall set neither night nor day 
O’er this subject heart of mine. 

I crown thee, love ; I crown thee, love ; 
Thou art Queen by the right of the strong ! 
And thou didst but win where thou mightst have slain, 
Or have bounden in thraldom long. 

I crown thee, love ; I crown thee, love ; 
Thou art my Queen for aye! 

As the moon doth queen the night, my love ; 
As the night doth crown the day. 

I crown thee, love ; I crown thee, love, 
Queen of the brave and the free! 
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For I'm brave to all beauty but thine, my love; 
And free to all beauty by thee. 


HELEN. 


Here, in this court of pleasure, blest to reign, 

If not the loveliest, where all are fair, 

We still, one hour, our royalty retain, 

To out-queen all in kindness and in care. 

Love, beauty, honour, bravery, and wit-—— 

Was ever Queen served by such noble slaves ? 
The peerage of the heart—for Heaven's court fit: 
We'll dream no more that earth hath ills or graves. 
With mirth, and melody, and love we reign: 
Begin we, then, our sweet and pleasurous sway ; 
And here, though light so strong is beauty’s chain, 
That none shall know how blindly they obey. 

We have but to lay on one light command— 

That all shall do the most what best they love ; 
And Pleasure hath her punishments at hand, 

For all who will not Pleasure’s rule approve. 

But no! there is none of us can disobey, 

Since, by our one command, we free ye thus ; 
And, as our powers must on your pleasures stay— 
Support—and you will reign along with us. 


FESTUS. 
Ha! Lucifer? How now ? 
LUCIFER. 


I come in sooth to keep my vow. 
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FESTUS. 
Thy vow ? 
LUCIFER. 


To revel in earth’s pleasures, 
And tire down mirth in her own measures. 


FESTUS. 


Go thy ways: I shrink and tremble 

To think how deep thou canst dissemble ; 
For who would dream that in yon breast 
The heart of [fell was burning ? 

Or deem that strange and listless guest 
Some priceless spirit earning ? 

I hear, from every footstep, rise 

A trampled spirit’s smothered cries. 


HARRY. 


A bumper at meeting! a bumper at parting! 

As many you like be between ; 

But we will have a right ruddy brimmer at starting— 

A health to our beautiful Queen ! 

Long, lony may she reign in our hearts and right arms, 
And her all but omnipotence last ! 

She shall fear nothing rougher than love's light alarms— 
There is nought in the coming can darken her charms— 
There is nought can eclipse in the past. 


CHARLES, 


Fest, engave fair Marian’s hand. 
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Pass me; she is free no less 
Than I, who by my queen will stand— 
May it please her loveliness ! 


HELEN. 


Festus, we know the love, and see, 
Which was with Marian and thee ; 
And now command you dance with her, 
The first time that the chance occur. 
There, now! 


FESTUS. 
I certainly obey, 

But half rebel upon the way. 

Marian! I scek you by command; 

And, for the next dance, beg your hand. 
MARIAN. 

Believe me—but I ain engaged. 
FESTUS. 

Believe me—but I am enraged: 

Nor will I dance to-night again, 

Though bid by all the Queens that reign. 


HELEN. 


What, Festus! treason and disloyalty 
Already to our gentle royalty ? 
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FESTUS. 


No—I was wrong—but to forgive 
Is thy divine prerogative! 


HELEN. 


Most amply, then, I pardon thee ; 
In proof whereof, come, dance with me. 


[A dance. 
LAURENCE. 


How sweetly Marian sweeps along ; 

Iler step is music, and her voice is song. 
Silver sandalled foot! how blest 

To bear the breathing heaven above, 
Which on thee, Atlas-like, doth rest, 
And round thee move. 

Ah! that sweet little foot: I swear 

TI could kneel down and kiss it there. 

T should not mind if she were Pope ; 

I would change my faith. 


CHARLES. 
Works, too, we hope. 
LAURENCE. 
Ah! smile on me again with that sweet smile, 
Which could from Heaven my soul to thee beguile ; 


As I mine eye would turn, from awful skies, 
To hail the child of sun and storm arise ; 
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Or, from eve’s holy azure, to the star 

Which beams and becks the spirit from afar ; 
For fair as yon star-wreath which high doth shine, 
And worthy but to deck a brow like thine; 
Pure as the light from orbs which ne’er 
Hath blessed us yet in this far sphere ; 

As eyes of seraphs lift alone 

Through ages on the holy throne ; 

So bright, so fair, so free from guile, 

And freshening to my heart thy sinile ; 

Ay, passing all things here, and all above, 
To me, thy look of beauty, truth and love. 


HARRY. _ 


Your friend hath led his lady out, 
And looks most wickedly devout. 


FANNY. 


When introduced, he said he knew her, | 
And had been long devoted to her. 


EMMA. 
Indeed—but he is too gallant, 
And serves me far more than I want. 
He vows that he could worship me— 
Why—look ! he is now now upon his knee! 


LUCIFER, 


I quaff to thee this cup of wine, 
And would, though men had nought but brine— 


FESTUS. 


I‘’en the brine of their own tears, 

To cool those lying lips of theirs ; 

And were it all one molten pearl, 

I would drain it to thee, girl; 

Ay, though each drop were worth of gold 
Too many pieces to be sold; 

And though, for each I drank to thee, 
Fate add an ave of misery: 

For thou canst conjure up my spirit 

To aught immortals may inherit ; 

To guod or evil, woe or weal— 

To all that fiends or angels feel; 

And wert thou to perdition given, 

I would join thee in the scorn of ITeaven! 


EMMA. 
Oh fy! to mention such a fate ! 
LUCIFER. 
Psha! ne'er molest thyself for that : 
With Lucifer it is a common thing 
To say no woman’s worth the ruining. 
FANNY, 
Pray, are you his confidant ? 


LUCIFER. 


Why, if to know you really want— 
What if lam? or if I an't? 
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FANNY. 


Oh, nothing either way: I asked you merely 
Because you spoke of us so cavalierly. 


LUCIFER. 


Well, I should say, then, since you wish to learn, 
IIe is pretty intimate with us all in turn. 


FESTUS. 


I doubt that girl’s interrogation 
Was not according to your admiration. 


LUCIFER. 


Why—no; she brought me to a pass: 

I really thought of saying who I was. 

They would not believe me, Festus, if I told them, 
That Hell, and all its hosts, this hour behold them. 


FESTUS, 


Scarcely—that Devil here again! 

But though my heart burst in the strain, 
I will be happy, might and main! 

So wreathe my brow with flowers, 

And pour me purple wine, 

And make the merry hours 

Dance, dance, with glee like thine. 

No more [ seek: I'll] have no less: 
They shall, but cammot, more than bless. 
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The rosy garland twine 

Around the noble bow], 

Like laughing loves that shine 

Upon the generous soul ; 

Be mine, dear maid, the loves, and thou 
Shalt ever bosom them as now. 

Then plunge the blushing wreath 
Deep in the ruddy wine; 

As the love of thee till death 

Is deep in heart of mine. 

While both are blooming on my brow, 
I cannot be more blest than now. 


LUCIFER. 


You speak of hearts to me in style quite fresh: 
The human heart’s about a pound of flesh. 


: FESTUS. 
Forgive him, love, and aught he says. 


HELEN. 


What is that trickling down thy face ? 
’ FESTUS, 


Oh, love, that is only wine 

Irom the wreath which thou didst twine ; 
And, casting in the bow], I bound; 

For coolness’ sake, my temples round. 


HELEN. 


I thought ‘twas a thorn which was tearing thy brow ; 
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And if it were only a rose-thorn was tearing ; 
Why, whether of gold or of roses, as now, 
A crown, if it hurt us, is hardly worth wearing. 


LUCY. 


Pray, where did you get that flower ? 
You know you had it not from me. 


CHARLES. 


Love lives in thee as in a bower, 

And sure this must have dropped from thee— 
From thy lip, or from thy cheek: 

See, its sister blushes speak. 

Nay, never harm the harmless rose, 
Though given by a stranger maid: 

"l'is sad enough to feel that flower —, 
Teels it must fade. | 

And trouble not the transient love, 
Thouch by another's side I sigh ; 

It is enough to feel the flame 

Tlicker and dic. 

And thou to me art flame and flower 
Of rosier body, brighter breath ; 

But softer, warmer than the truth— 
As sleep than death. 
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The dead of night: earth seems but seeming— 
The soul scems but a something dreaming. 
The bird is dreaming, in its nest, 

Of sung, and sky, and loved one’s breast ; 
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The lap-dog dreams, as round he lies, 
In moonshine of his mistress’ eyes : 

The steed is dreaming, in his stall, 

Of one long breathless leap and fall: 
The hawk hath dreamt him thrice of wings 
Wide as the skies he may not cleave ; 
But waking, feels them clipt, and clings 
Mad to the perch ’twere mad to leave: 
The child is dreaming of its toys— 

The murderer of calm home joys; 

The weak are dreaming endless fears— : 
The proud of how their pride appears ; 
The mother dreameth of her child— 
The maid of him who hath beguiled— 
The youth of her he loves too well; 
The good of God—the ill of Hell,— 
Who live of death—of life who die— 
The dead of immortality. 

The earth is dreaming back her youth; 
Hell never dreams, for woe is truth; 
And Heaven is dreaming o’er her prime, 
Long ere the morning stars of time ; 
And dream of [leaven alone can I, 

My lovely one, when thou art nigh. 


HELEN. 


Let some one sing. Tove, wine, and song, 
The graces of this life of ours, 

Go ever hand in hand along, 

And ask alike each other's powers. 


LUCY s7nqs. 


Vor every leaf the loveliest flower 
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Which Beauty sighs for from her bower— 
For every star a drop of dew— 

For every sun a sky of blue— 

For every heart a heart as true. 


Tor every tear by pity shed 

Upon a fellow-sufferer’s head, 

Oh! be a crown of glory given; 

Such crowns as saints to gain have striven— 
Such crowns as seraphs wear in Leaven. 


For all who toil at honest fame, 

A proud, a pure, a deathless name ; 
Tor all who love, who loving bless, 
Be life one long kind close caress— 
Be life all love, all happiness. 


FESTUS. 
Now [ll sing. 
CHARLES. 


Good friend, say not so; 
I did not mean so svon to go. 


FESTUS SINGS. 


I dreamed of thee, love, in the eve, 

And T lay among bright blushing flowers ; 

I awoke—and, ah! how could I grieve, 

Hf the blooms hurried back to their bowers ? 


I dreamed of thee, love, in the night, 
And the stars stood around by my head ; 
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I awoke to thy beauty so bright, 
And the stars hid their faces and fled. 


I dreamed of thee, love, in the morn, 

And a poet’s bright dreamings drew nich ; 
I awoke, and I laughed them to scorn; 
They were black by the blink of thine eye. 


I dreamed of thee, love, in the day, 

And I wept as I slept o’er thy charms ; 

I awoke as my dream went away, 

And my tears were all wet on thine arms. 


MARIAN. 


And if thou lov’st me, what is it to me? 

I should be loved if never seen by thee ; 
And if J love thee, is it not too much ? 

I an something starlike—to see—not touch. 


FESTUS. 


But let me dream I have once been blest ; 
It is sweeter than to be. 


MARIAN, 


Thy heart with others hath its rest, 
And it shall wake with me ; 

And if within another breast, 

Thy heart hath made itself a nest, 
Mine is no more for thee. 
Heart-breaker, go! I cannot choose 
But love thee, and thy love refuse ; 
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And if my brow grow lined while young, 

And youth fly cheated from my cheek, 

"Tis, that there lies below my tongue 

A word I will not speak ; 

For I would rather die than deem 

Thou art not the glory thou didst seem. 

To me there is nought beside thee, or above thee ; 
The more thou passest me, the more I love thee ; 
As the robin our winter-window guest— 

The colder the weather, the warmer his breast. 
But if engirt by flood or tire, 

Who would live that could expire ? 

Who would not dream, and dreaming die, 

If to wake were misery ? 


FESTUS. 


Whose woes are like to my woes? What is madness ? 
The mind, exalted to a sense of ill, 

Soon sinks beyond it into utter sadness, 

And sees its grief before it like a hill. 

Oh! I have suffered till my brain became 

Distinct with woe, as is the skeleton leaf 

Whose green hath fretted off its fibrous frame, 

And bare to our immortality of grief. 


MARIAN. 


T have turned to thee, moon, from the glance 
That in triumphing coldness was given ; 

And rejoiced, as I viewed thee all lonely advance, 
There was something was lonely in heaven. 

I have turned to thee, moon, as I lay 

In thy silent and saddening brightness ; 
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And rejoiced, as high heaven went shining away, 

That the heart had its desolate livhtness. 

I have turned to thee, moon, from my love, 

And from all that once blessed me in sadness ; 

And can marvel no more that, abandoned above, 

Thou shouldst lend thy bright face to make madness. 

I have turned to thee, moon, from my heart, 

That in love hath long laboured and sorrowed ; 

And have hoped it might mix, as I watched thee depart, 
Like thyself, with the morn which had morrowed. 


LUCIFER. 


Tell me what’s the chiefest pleasure 
In this world’s high heaped measure ? 


ALL. 
Power—beauty—love—wealth—wine ! 
LUCIFER. 
_ All different votes ! 


FANNY. 


Come, Frederic—thine ? 
What may thy joy-judgment be ? 


FREDERIC. 
I scarce know how to answer thee; 


Each, apart, too soon will tire ; 
All together slake desire. 
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So ask not of me the one chief joy of earth, 

For that I'm unable to say ; 

But here is a wreath which will lose its chief worth, 

If ye pluck but one flower away. 

Then these are the joys which should never dispart— 
The joys which are dearest to ine ; 

As the song, and the dance, and the laugh of the heart, 
Thou girl, and the goblet, be. 


LUCIFER. 


Oh, exccllent! the truth is clear— 
The one opinion, too, I love to hear. 


FRANK, 


Will no one sing? Then I'll essay 
A song I learned but yesterday. 

PStugs. 
Oh! gaze on her beautiful sott rolling eye, 
And revel with bliss in its languishing love ; 
Oh! look on its brightness and darkness, and sigh 
That truth from that Heaven should ever remove. 
Oh! gaze on her ringlets of raven-black hair, 
And her delicate eyebrows soft pencilly line ; 
Oh! wish that her bosom were pure as it’s fair, 
That the saint were as worthy of love as the shrine. 


I have gazed—]I have loved—I have worshipped; and fain 
T now would declare it—my madness is past; 

But pleasure no more in my heart will remain, 

Than the sparkle of spray on the sand beach cast. 

I loathe her, and love her—I never can rail— 

It is past, and I reck not—my fortune I dare ; 
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Henceforward the shroud of my bopes is my sail, 
And the peace which I sought I have found in despair. 


HARRY. 


Tis no use saying that I love you, Sophy; 
For if I do, you only cry out—oh fy ! 
Nathless, as some one else must sing, 
Wait only till I screw this string. 
| [ Sings. 
_I love not horse, 

I love not wine ; 

Nor song nor dance 

Be joys of mine. 

And dull to me 

Are the skies above ; 

I love not lore, 

I love not love. 

But thee I now 

Love, and e’er will; 

For love’s the best 

Point in me still. 

And since my heart 

Owns nought above thee, 

It must be Phil- 

Osophy to love thee. 


LAURA. 


Hast thou got any thing there for me ? 

For surely thou never shouldst bring me near thee, 
Unless thou hast some gift with thee 

To bribe me to hear thee. 
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I bring thee neither bribe nor boon, 

I offer only flowers, 

Which, gathered thus, devise the hope, 
Each other's hearts are ours. 

But mind, I see one poison bloom 

Thrust like a motto from the tomb, 

Amid some merry song; 

As every being hath its bane, 

As the brightest clouds are thick with rain, 
And the day hath night-shade long ; 

But if one gem of joy there be, 

Too many for the day’s bright wreath, 
Then may the night-shade give it thee, 
Though it be joy to death; 

Tor I would neither love nor die 

Beneath a broad and laughing sky: 

No; heart and spirit, take your flight 

Aye in the still and starry night ; 

Receive them, lady, in that breast, 

With peace and purity to rest; 

And oh! if not too much for prayer, 

My life, my love, my all be there. 

Ah, happy flowerets! if the while 

Ye ope beneath her summer simile ; 

But to pluck the poison from the rest, 
Beauty of night, come deck my breast,— 
Beauty of night, thou art blithe and bright, 
While all thy sister blooms are sleeping ; 
And though thou canst but bloom to blight, 
Wilt wake and laugh in dewy light ; 

While they are dreaming, they are weeping. 


FESTUS. 


Beauty of night, I will, will win thee ; 

Flower of life, my life is in thee. 

Beauty of night, I knew that light 

Had shade, and knew that night had deeper ; 
But they but bring to weary wight 

The sleep which love alone will slight, 

And thou who wringest life from the sleeper. 
Beauty of night, I have, have won thee ; 
Flower of death, my death be on me. 


LAURA. 


Thou mayst be happy if thou wilt, 

Nor envy these poor flowers their spot ; 
For close, as in a clenched hand, 

Thy love within my heart hath lot. 


HELEN. 


Is this a Queen’s fate—to be left alone ? 
I wish another had the throne. 
Festus! why art thou not here, 


Beside thy liege and lady dear ? 
FESTUS. 


My thoughts are happier oft than I, 
For they are ever love with thice ; 
And thine, I know, as frequent fly 
O’er all that severs us, to me; 

Like rays of stars that meet in space, 
And mingle in a bright embrace. 
Never load thy locks with flowers, 
For thy cheek hath a richer flush ; 
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And than wine, or the sunset hour, 
Or the ripe yew-berry’s blush. 
Never braid thy brow with lights, 
Like the sun, on his golden way 
To the neck and the locks of night, 
From the forchead fair of day. 
Never star thy hand with stones, 
For, for every dead licht there, 

Is a living glory gone, 

Than the brilliant far more fair. 
Nay, nay; wear thy buds, braids, gems! 
Let the lovely never part; 

Thou alone canst rival them, 

Or in nature, or in art. 


HELEN. 


Weil—come—our concert must proceed. 
Laurence! now, be kind indeed ; 

Sing what none here know as true— 
The false cold lover's last adieu ! 


LAURENCE Siuys. 
Oh! if we e’er have loved, lady, 
We must forego it now; 
Though sore the heart be moved, lady, 
When bound to break its vow. 
I'll alway think on thee, 
And thou sometimes—on whom, lady ? 
And yet those thoughts must be 
Like flowers flung on the tomb. lady. 
Then think that I am blest, lady, 
Though aye for thee T sigh ; 
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In peace and beauty rest, lady, 
Nor mourn and mourn as I. 


From one we love, to part, lady, 
Is harder than to die ; 
I see it by thy heart, lady ; 
I feel it by thine eye. 
Thy lightest look can tell 
Thy heaviest thought to me, lady : 
Oh! T have loved thee well, 
But well seems ill with thee, lady. 
Though sore the heart he moved, lady, 
When bound to break its vow; 
Yet, if we ever loved, lady, 
We must forego it now. 


WILL, 


Now, it is unfair to leave things so ; 
The false maid, too, ye all shall know. 


WILL sings. 


Thou lov'st another, maiden! 
And I am free as thou; 
My heart with scorn is laden, 
To speak but with thee now. 
Though through thy glossy ringlets 
My hand hath often played, 
Here—take it back! I loathe it— 
The long imbosomed braid. 
Away, away! no more with thee, 
Thou falsest, fairest maid! 
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One heart is ripe ard laden 
With love for me e’en now ; 
I'll woo me, then, the maiden 
More kind, more true than thou. 
Then give it to my rival, 

The black and glossy braid ; 
And give the hand which twined it, 
The cheek whereon it played. 
Away, away! no more with thee, 

Thou fairest, falsest maid. 


HELEN. 


And it were still unfairer now, 

If knight and lady, who were true— 
Who sacred kept each other's vow, 
Should lack the generous lay their due. 


FANNY. 


Sing it, Charles; for there are few 
Need the lesson more than you. 


CHARLES sings. 


Yes, lady dear for aye-—adien! 
The false world I defy, lady ; 

But thou sweet soul, so fair, so true, 
I would thou couldst not sigh, lady. 

Oh! mind thee not of me when gone, 
But lay thy memory by, lady ; 

In light and jeyaunce live thou on; 
Leave me, leave me to sigh, lady! 


FESTUS 


O fair! O true! for aye I go; 
From thee, from thee I hie, lady ; 
I must not yield me to thy woe, 
I dare not list thee sigh, lady. 
Yonder thou seest my father’s hall, 
Whose turrets pierce the sky, lady ; 
Ah! rather might they on me fall, 
Than I would hear thee sigh, lady. 


To far-off lands now wends his way ; 
And, if he there should die, lady, 

Oh! let thy true love, happy, say 
He never caused thee sigh, lady. 


Farewell for aye! It wrings thy heart; 


It drowns thy darkening eye, lady. 
Farewell! I feel what ‘tis to part; 
But say thou wilt not sigh, lady. 


FESTUS. 


Be not sad—thou shalt not be: 

Why wilt mourn, love, when with me? 
One tear that in thine eye doth start 
Could wash all purpose from my heart, 
But that of leving thee; 

If I could ever think to wrong 

Aleve so deep, so pure, so long; 

And like a river-god’s—so strong. 


HELEN. 


T cast mine eyes around, and feel 
There is a blessing wanting ; 

Too soon our hearts the truth reveal, 
That joy is disenchanting. 
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I am a wizard, love; and I 

A new enchantment will supply ; 

And the charm of thine own smile 
Shall thine own heart of grief beguile. 
Smile—I do command thee, rise 
From the bright depths of those eyes! 
By the bloom wherein thou dwellest, 
As in a rose-leaved nest ; 

By the pleasure which thou tellest, 
And the bosom which thou swellest, 

I bid thee rise from rest ; 

By the rapture which thou causest, 
And the bliss while eer thou pausest, 
Obey my high behest! 


HELEN. 


Dread magician! Cease thy spell ; 
It hath wrought both quick and well. 


FESTUS. 


Ah! thou hast dissolved the charm! 

Ah! thou hast outstepped the ring! 

Who shall answer for the harm 

Beauty on herself will bring ? 

Come, I will conjure up again that smile— 
The scarce departed spirit. There it is! 
Settling and hovering round thy lips the while, 
Like some bright angel o'er the gates of bliss. 
And I could sit and set that rose-bright smile, 
Until it seem to grow immortal there— 
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A something abstract even of all beauty, 

As though it were in the eye or in the air. 

Ah! never may a heavier shadow rest 

Than thine own ringlets’ on that brow so fair; 
Nor sob, nor sorrow, shake the perfect breast 
Which looks for love, as doth for death despair. 
And now the smile, the sigh, the blush, the tear— 
Lo! all the elements of love are here. 

Sing, then, while thy lover sips, 

And hear the truth that wine discloses ; 

Music lives within thy lips 

Like a nightingale in roses. 


WALTER. 


Oh! I know such a pretty tale 
Will suit you, Carrie, to a T. 


CAROLINE. 


Do tell me, then, and I'll believe 
It more than truth, if need should be. 


WALTER. 


Well; love is the child of bliss and woe; 
So, from his parents dear, 

One eye is blinded with a smile, 

One drowned in a tear. 

And on one lip there drops a kiss, 

Like honey from the wild woodbine ; 
And that’s the lip he had from bliss— 
And that’s the lip I will have mine: 

But on the other hangs a lie, 

And that—but that’s ’tween yon and I. 
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CAROLINE. 
How very odd! 
WALTER. 


Why, it’s a fact, 
And therefore needs no illustration ; 
But if you think its principle abstract, 
It is easily shewn in operation. 


CAROLINE, 


Oh dear! no, no! I'll vow it’s true, 
Rather than have it proved by you. 


GEORGE. 


Well, then, hear me. Now this is true, 
Although of love and the lyre too ; 
And, as it happened all to me, 

I say but what I could but see. 

I was with the maid I love, 

We were happy and alone; 

Eve's star just lit the grove, 

And the day had been our own. 
And my lyre Jay by my side, 

But no music from it came; 

For, as sure as e’er I tried, 

It was harsh or it was tame. 

So I flung it to my feet, 

And I feigned the while I said, 
Thy love I cannot neet— 

Thou must not love me, maid. 
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And more I might have feigned, 
When there came a little boy, 
And his step fell as light 

As a laugh of joy; 

And he laughed, and said, ’m Love! 
Shall I teach you how to play? . 
And I said, my pretty boy, 
Teach away! teach away! 

So he lifted up the lyre, 

And he fingered its strings, - 
Till I thought they did become 
Like spiritual things ; 

And the gold chords shone, 
From the music he clouded, 
Like the links of the lightning, 
When tempests come crowded ; 
And the strain rose and fell, 
"Neath his pink little fingers, 
Like a soul due to earth, 

That in Heaven still lingers. 
He ceased; and all over 

He smiled like the strain 

Of the music he made me, 

Nor made me in vain; 

For I snatched at the lyre, 
While yet it was ringing, 

And I sang, it is love 

Gives the poet his singing. 
Then I turned to my beauty, 
Who kissed her young bard, 
As she said, love and song 
Shall have thus their reward. 
He laughed till he cried ; 

I pretended to frown ; 
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So my love made him hide 

In her bosom of down; 
Where at last he gasped out, 
Oh, forgive me I pray! 

But I couldn't help langhing— 
Boy, I said, get away! 

Let none, then, who love not 
Ever offer to sing ; 

Let none who say false 

Ever strike the gold string— 
He said; and I saw but the 
Wave of his wing. 


FESTUS. 


Oh! it must be thyself which attractest the heaven, 
And keepest the worlds on their wandering way ; 
For gravity nature can never have given 

To a body more luminous far than they. 

In thee I see aJl earth and heaven can shew, 

Only softer, and brighter, and nearer than they; 
This zone, too, is aught but the frigid I know, 
And thy bosom there bends out its milky-like way. 
Oh! love's the light that rules the night, 

And beauty bright both night and day. 

What the stars are to the night, my love— 

What its pearls are to the sea— 

What the dew is to the day, my love— 

Thy beauty is to me. 


HELEN. 


I am but here the under-queen of beauty, 
For yonder hangs the likeness of the goddess ; 
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And so to worship her is our first duty. 

The heavenly minds of old first taught the heavenly bodies 
Were to be worshipped; and the idolatry 
Holds to this hour; though beauty but of thine. 
I am thy priestess, and will worship thee, 

With all this brave and lovely train of mine; 
Lo! we all kneel to thee before thy pictured shrine. 
Yes—there, thou goddess ‘of the heart, 
Immortal beauty, there! | 

Thou glory of Jove’s free-love skies, 

Even like thyself too fair, 

Too bright, too sweet for mortal eyes, 

For earthly hearts too strong; 

Thy golden girdle lift’st and drawest 

The heavens and earth along. 

Oh! thou art as the cloudless moon, 
Undimmed and unarrayed ; 

No robe hast thou, no crown save yon— 
Goddess! thy long locks’ soft and sunbright braid. 
And there’s thy son, Love—beauty’s child— 
World-known for strangest powers— 

Boy-god! thy place is blest o’er all! 

Smil’st thou at thoughts of ours ? 

And there, by thy luxurious side, 

The Queen of Heaven and Jove 

Stands; and the deep delirious draught 
Drinks, from thy looks, of love, 

And lips, which oft have kissed away 

The thunders from his brow 

Who ruled, men say, the world of worlds, 

As God our God rules now. 

And thou art yet as great o’er this 

As erst o’er olden sky; 


Of al] Heaven's darkened deities 
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The last live light on high. 

God after god hath lett thee lone, 

Which lived on human breath; 

When prayers were breathed to them no more, 
The false ones pincd to death. 

But in the service of young hearts 

To loveliness and love ; 

Live thou shalt while yon wandering world 
Named unto thee shall move. 

No fabled dream art thou: all god, 

Our souls acknowledge thee ; 

For what would life from love be worth, 

Or Jove from beauty be ? 

Come, universal beauty, then, 

Thou apple of God's eye, 

To and through which all things were made— 
Things deathless—things that die. 

Oh! lighten—li-ve before us there— 

Leap in yon lovely form, 

And give a soul. She comes! It breathes— 
So bright—so sweet—so warm. 

Our sacrifice is over: let us rise ! 

For we have worshipped acceptably here ; 

And let our glowing hearts and glimmering eyes, 
O'erstrained with gazing on thy light too near, 
Prove that our worship, Goddess, was sincere! 


FESTUS. 


I read that we are answered. The soft air 

Doubles its sweetness ; and the fainting flowers, 
Down hanging on the walls in wreaths so fair, 

Bud forth afresh, as in their birth-day bowers. 
Drunken with dew, they nang their heads in shame ; 
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The rosebnd drops upon the lily’s breast ; 
Brighter the wine—the lamps have softer flame— 
Thy kiss flows freer than the grape first pressed— 
Thine eyes are like two romping stars, 

That look as they had drank of wine ; 

And, flying from night’s brow, had brought 

Their liquid love to thine. 


LAURENCE. 


The night hath gone, and all the stars 

Have vanished at the sun's bright warning ; 
Still the moon, ghost-like, haunts the heaven, 
As though she deemed to her ‘twas given: 
What hath the moon to do with morning ? 
So love is fled, and all the fair 

Gone; some with smiling, some with scorning, 
Save one, the fairest far above. 

But what have I to do with love, 

More than the moon hath with the morning ? 
The moon hath lost her light, and seems 

To dim the scene she was once adorning ; 

So my poor heart, its lovelight gone, 

Still in the heavens where late it shone, 

Lags like the moon upon the morning. 

But I am likest to that moon in this, 

That I am brightest when my love's away ; 
For when with her my borrowed light is lost, 
As is the moon’s amid the dazzling day. 


MARIAN. 


Oh! if yon worlds that shine o’er this, 
Have more of joy—of passion less, 
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I would not change earth’s c’ :equered bliss 
For all the joy those orbs possess ; 

Which seem, so strange their nature is, 
Faint with excess of happiness. 


LAURENCE. 


Tell me, Marian, what those eyes 

Can discover in the skies ? 

That faith and truth and height of love 

Shall at some time happy prove ? 

Even if here it may not be, 

Let hope live for eternity. 

What ask thine eyes 7 they look, so sweet their hue, 
As though they had gained from gazing on that view 


The high and starry beauty of their blue. 
MARIAN, 


For earth my soul hath lost all love, 

But Heaven still loves and watches o’er me; 
Why should I not, then, look above, 

And pass and pity all before me ? 


LAURENCE. 


Any blessing God can give 

Never be withheld from thee ;. 
Nor will I desire to live 

If that prayer be lost to me; 

Else I were unworthy thee. 

Read these eyes, Jove, and believe 
Ever I am only thine; 

End of all my hopes, receive, 
Dearest, heart and all that’s mine! 


FESTUS. 


MARIAN, 


I thank thee, Laurence, and believe ; 

But that is all I can for thee, 

Save grieve that thou shouldst vainly grieve 

I to another am as thou to me, 

In this strange passion which pain sanctifies— 
This folly sorrow makes sublime and wise. 


LAURENCE. 


Oh! there is nothing, in this world of ours, 

So sad to see 

As the dark worm which dwells wherever flowers 
Our destiny ; | 
Eating the heart out of youth’s budding hours 
Of glee. 

Not oft in sunny beds, nor sheltered bowers, 
Life’s lot is cast, 

But chiefly lost in shade, and chilled by showers, 
Or the rude blast; 

_ Till all its delicate and wholesome powers 

Are past. 


GEORGE. 


Nell said her little heart was gone, 

Nor would she if she could revoke it; 

I told her she mighi play with mine— 
She did—and, like a child, she broke it. 
Ah me! I felt it full in pieces, 

By many a kindly cruel token; 

Since when, she vows that love increases 
On what was lost and what was broken. 
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HELEN. 

Ah! who would long for bliss above, 

That tastes the joys below ? 

Or, hanging on the lips of Love, 

Would seek to kiss his brow ? 


FESTUS. 


Unless to change and clear the taste, 
Lest sweets in sameness run to waste. 


EMMA. 
Will you oblige us with a song ¢ 
CHARLES. 


I am sure he has a singing face,— 


At church I have heard him loud and long. 
LUCIFER. 

Pardon—but you are doubly wrong. 
HELEN. 

Obey, I beg. Here—give him place. 
LUCIFER. 

I have not sung for ages, mind ; 


So you must take me as you find. 
This is a song, supposed of one— 
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A fallen spirit—name unknown— 
Fettered upon his fiery throne— 
Calling on his once angel-love, 
Who still remaineth true above. 


[Senge 


Thou hast more music in thy voice 
Than to the spheres is given, 

And more temptations on thy lips 
Than lost the anyels Fleaven. 

Thou hast more brightness in thine eyes 
Than all the stars which burn,’ 

More dazzling art thou than the throne 
We fallen dared to spurn. 


Go searc': through H[eaven—the sweetest smile 
That lightens there is thine ; 

And through Hell’s burning darkness breaks 
No frown so fell as inine. 

One smile—'twill light, one tear—twill evol; 
These will be more to me 

Than all the wealth of all the worlds, 
Or boundless power could be. 


HNELEN. 
Men! I give notice I ain sitting here 
Men! Ig tice I tting here, 
To answer and console the sad in heart. 
Who is im leve ? 


CHARLES. 


I am, swect judge, I fear ; 
And hops, unbiassed, you will take my part. 
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HELEN. 
What do you wish ? 
CHARLES. 
Fair justice, if it please— 
HELEN. 


To mock our ears with your mock miseries ! 
Sit! well not hear them. You shall truly tell 
That Love does oftener than he says, farewell. 


CHARLES. 

With truth I cannot; but I'll state my case. 
HELEN. 

May it bear out your miserable face ! 
CHARLES, 


I have lived on ladies’ eyes, 

Dined on kisses, supped on sighs; 

I have warmed me by their smiles, 

I have been wet through with tears ; 
They've half-slain me with their wiles— 
Charming, cheating, pretty dears ; 
They have scratched me in their play, 
Sighed and sucked the wound away ; — 
They have squeezed me black and blue, 
Roughed my hair and boxed my ears, 
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Laughed and looked me through and through ; 
Oh! the cruel angel dears! 


FANNY. 

Poor child! you have been sadly treated. 
y y 
CHARLES. 


Ah me! how I have been jilted, cheated ; 
It would move the passion of a stone ; 
And yet when not with ladies, I'm alone. 
I like the company of women most, 

And after their’s my own: 

Among men I feel always lost. 

Ladies’ society for me, or none. 


HELEN. 


Peace! say no more. We all agree in part. 
This court thinks fit to confiscate your heart ; 
And, till the fine be paid, to one at least— 
Some lady here—you cannot be released. 
Begone! thank us that you escape so well 
From what it is impossible to tell. 


CHARLEs. 
Oh! [ appeal against my fate. 
HELEN. 


Just as a cur a coach may bait. 
It nought avails. 
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But what am I to do? 
The puzzling power of a pair of eyes! 
One pair is black, one grey, and one is blue: 
Tama sacrifice! 
They are three—the sweet sisters ] love in my heart, 
And all so unlike and so fair: 
When with all, Iam longing to love them apart, 
And apart, I would all of them there. 
By the world, I dare say, I shall greedy be reckoned, 
But my wish I can name in a word : 
I would live with the first, I would die with the seconc 
And immortal I'd be with the third. 


HELEN. 
Go! we have pardoned you with like contrition 
As we condemned—without condition. 
Fe:tus! your friend will sing again. 
LUCIFER. 
Any thing any one desires. 


FESTUS. 


Your loveliness hath but to deign 
To will, and he'll do all that will requires. 


LUCIFER sings. 


Oh! many a cloud 
Hath lift its wing, 


FESTUS. 


And many a leaf 

Hath clad the spring ; 
But there shall be thrice 
The leaf and cloud, 

And thrice shall the world 
IIave worn her shroud, 
Ere there’s any like thee, 
But where thou wilt be. 


Oh! many a storm 

Hath drenched the sun, 
And many a stream 

To sea hath run; 

But there shall be thrice 
The storm and stream, 
Ere there’s any like thee, 
But in angel's dream ; 
Or in look, or in love, 
But in Heaven above. 


FRANK. 
A heart full of feeling, a cup full of wine, — 
Come—sip, love; come—sip, love ; 


There’s nothing I lack but that sweet lip of thine,— 
Thy lip, love—thy lip, love. 


LUCY. 


What is love? Oh! I wonder so: 
Do tell me—that is, if you know. 


FRANK. 


Ask not of me, love, whiat is love! 
Ask what is good of God above— 
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Ask of the great sun what is light— 
Ask what is darkness of the night— 
Ask sin of what may be forgiven— 
Ask what is happiness of Heaven— 
Ask what is folly of the crowd— 
Ask what is fashion cf the shroud— 
Ask what is sweetness of thy kiss— 
Ask of thyself what beauty is; 

And, if they each should answer, I! 
Let me, too, join them with a sigh. 
Oh! let me pray my life may prove, 
When thus, with thee, that I am love. 


WILL. 
A dance! a dance! 
FESTUS. 
Let us remain. 
HELEN, 
We will not tempt your sport again. 


FESTUS. 


Oh! thou art kind, and I will think 
This wine to be thy love I drink ; 
Blood my heart would gladly miss, 
Could it so be filled with this; 

And each pulse would madlier move, 
Warm with wine, alive with love. 
Look upon it, love, and weep 

Thine eyelight oer its purple deep; 
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So each luminous glance shall be 
Like a phosphor globelet in the sea. 
Other lovers soon will sue thee— 
Let them—they will ne‘er possess 
More than I enjoy who view the 
Lightning of thy loveliness. 

It may be love and light in Heaven, 
But here on earth such love is death; 
And such light is blindness driven, 
Lance-like, through the breast and breath. 
All who love thee, sure will die: 


Thy beauty hath fatality. 
HELEN. 


Festus! wilt thou still love me, 

When I shall here no longer be ? 

For now is near my heart’s last hour; 

I feel it failing like a flower, 

When folding up its leaves to rest, 

And narrowing in its own sweet breast. 

I mean not, that I die to-day, 

But that my spirit wears away ; 

And, save thysclf, sees nought to lure it 
Back to earth’s falsehoods which immure it. 


FESTUS. 


Never talk to me of dying; 

Thou wilt not die the first, but I— 

Thou never; for some bard shall save thee 
To an earthly immortality. 

It is sweet to be awakened by a kiss, 
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When dreaming of the very lips which waken. 
Ah! never be that visionary bliss, 

But for the bright reality forsaken. 

It is sweet to dream we are blest at last with her 
Who first made pleasure in our nature stir: 
Though many a fairer, kinder, since we have known, 
That first voluptuous vision sits her throne ; 
Still, in our sleep, plays o’er young passion’s part, 
As pleasure’s ghost still haunts the ruined heart 
Where lie the buried loves of younger years, 
Whose rites and requiems are sighs and teavs. 
Sleep on, ye living dead, in day! nor rise, 

But in night’s shadowy shapes and dreamy eyes; 
Then let me graft me in your breasts again, 

And stanch my bosom of its tearing pain. 

Oh! fade not—stir not—held me till I die, 

In the desire of what I most possess ; 

For I would die, as I have lived, in love. 

To dream of happiness is happiness: 

And be it but a dream; these very dreams 

Are elements of immortality ; 

As mind on earth almightily beseeins, 

And body but an impotent reality. 

But dearer than the kiss, and than the dream; 
Than busy bliss, or than remembered love, 

It is to feel we shall be deathless here,— 

That carth will speak of us when gone above. 


HELEN. 


The ouly happiness I seek 
Is to be loved by thee ; 
Mine only immortality, 
That thou remember me. 
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Thou art for happiness with me; 
Love, love me as thou wilt! 

I care not, so I live with thee, 

For goodness or for guilt. 

I leave repentance to the weak, 

And to the good all gladness: 

I only feel, that while I speak, 
Reason to me seems madness. 

This heart at once went wild for thee, 
While yet thou wert not mine ; 

Aud now thine eye is law to me— 
aw human and divine. 

I leave despair to all who fail, 

Who love and lose thee, sadness; 
For what ‘gainst beauty can avail, 
Which, moon-like, maketh madness ? 


EDWARD. 


Promise, dearest, when I die, 

Not to mourn, nor weep, nor sigh; 
Eyes like thine should never weep, 
Nor sweet bosom sorrow kcep. 

Let nor stone, nor verse, nor aught 
Mark where rests—what loved and thought; 
If they ask thee where | lie, 

Say, within thy memory. 

Weep not thou o'er grave of mine, 
Sprinkle on it sparkling wine ; 
That shall keep the grass all new 
Like to an immortal dew; 
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And some fallen star shall stay, 
Watching, while thou art away. 
Scatter rose and ivy wreath 

On the turf I rest beneath ; 

Dance and sing my favourite song 
Through the deep blue twilight long ; 
In that rich and ringing tone, 

IIcaven to thee, love, lends alone. 
When I'm gone, then, come ayain ; 
Talk to me in lightsome strain ; 
Should I answer, start not thou ! 

Ill but say I’m blest as now ; 

Should no sound the silence break, 
Think me, oh! too blest to speak. 
Let me lie till angels say, 

Wake! the world’s long week is past. 
Spirit ! this is holy-day ; 

This is God'’s—the best and last. 


LAURA. 


Thou wilt live yet many happy years, 

Far more in number than the tears 

Men shed o’er broken hearts, if not 

When first forsaken, aye forgot ; 

While we, according to old fashion, 

With our own tears must slake our passion ; 
Or, weeping in our bosoms lorn and lone, 
Try if tears cannot turn the heart to stone. 


FESTUS, 


Fill! Vi drink it till I die— 
Helen’s lip and Helen's eye; 
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An eye which outsparkles 

The beads of the wine, 

With a hue which outdarkles 

The deeps where they shine. ; 
Come! with that lightly flushing brow, 
And darkly splendid eye, 

And white and wavy arms which now, 
Like snow-wreaths on the dark brown bough, 
So softly on me lie. 

Come! let us love, while love we may, 
Ere youth’s bright sands be run ; 

The hour is nigh when every soul 
Which ’scapeth evil’s dread control, 
Nor drains the furies’ fiery bowl, 
Shall into Heaven for aye, 

And love its God alone. 


WALTER. 


Now, if your loveliness would sing, 
Our pleasure then would perfect be. 


HELEN. 


Perfection is a likelier thing 
To meet, then, than I thought ’twould be. 
[ Sings. 
Oh! love is like the rose, 
And a month it may not see, 
Ere it withers where it grows— 
Rosalie! 


I loved thee from afar ; 
Oh! my heart was lift to thee 


204 FESTUS 


Like a glass up to a star— 
Rosalie! 


Thine eye was glassed in mine 
As the moon is in the sea, 

And its shine was on the brine— 
Rosalie ! 


The rose hath lost its red, 
And the star is in the sea, 
And the briny tear is shed— 
Rosalie ! 


FESTUS. 


Lonely lady! tell me why 
That abandonment of eye ? 

Is there nothing thou canst see 
Worthy in the world to thee ? 
Lovely lady! tell me why 
Thou dost seem to ask to die ? 


MARIAN. 


False one! whither can I fly 

To forget thee, but to die ? 

Me from memory death shall save; 
All I hope for is the grave. 

False one! never ask me why, 
Lone and lost, I seek to die! 


FESTUS. 


Lonely lady! look not so; 
Once I loved thee, thou dost know. 


FESTUS. 


MARIAN. 


False one! once I loved thee, too; 
Thou art false, and I am true. 


FESTUS. 
Lovely lady! tell me why— 
MARIAN. 
False one! thou hast bid me die! 
Like the light line a wrinkle leaves 
One moment on a bright young brow; 
So truth is lost ere love believes 
There can be aught save truth below. 
FESTUS. 
But as the eye aye brightlier beams 
For every fall the lid lets on it, 
So oft the fond heart happier dreams 
For the soft cheats love puts upon it. 


MARIAN. 


I never dreamed of wretchedness ; 
I thought to love meant but to bless. 


FESTUS. 


It once was bliss to me to watch 


Thy passing smile, and lie and catch © 


The sweet contagion of thy breath— 
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For love is catching—from such teeth ; 
Delicate little pearl-white wedges, 
All transparent at the edges. 


MARIAN. 
False flatterer, go! 
FESTUS. 


It is my fate 
To love, and make who love me hate. 


MARIAN. 


No! ’tis to sue—to gain—deceive— 
To tire of—to neglect—and leave: 
The desolation of the soul 

Is what I feel— 

A sense of lostness that leaves death 
But little to reveal ; 

For death is nothing but the thought 
Of something being again nought. 


HELEN. 


Cease, lady, ceasc those aching sighs, 
Which shake the tear-drops from thine eyes, 
As morning wind, with wing fresh wet, 
Shakes dew out of the violet. 

Forgive me, if the love once thine 

IIath changed itself unsought to me ; 

I did not tempt it from thy heart, 

I nothing knew of thee ; 
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And soon, perchance, ’twill be my part, 
As thou now art, to be. 


MARIAN. 


I blame no heart, no love, no fate, 
And I have nothing to forgive ; 

I wish for nought, repent of nought, 
Dislike nought but to live. 


HELEN, 
Nay, sing; it will relieve thy heart. 
MARIAN, 


You will not mind a mournful strain ; 
I feel too much to act my part, 
Save of an ebbing vein. 
[Sings. 
I saw a rose was fading— 
Fading ’neath mine eye ; 
When thus, with love’s upbraiding, 
I heard that past one sigh :— 
Oh! give me back one blush— 
But one from out the many 
I loved to give to thee 
Ere other J knew any— 
Liked or looked on any. 


For I am sad and lonely— 
Lone, and like to die; 

Oh! give me back one only, 
I am too weak to cry. 
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The beam, the breeze, the dew, 
Shun now my shrinking besom; 
Tears I have need but few, 

Their brine can bring no blossom— 
Me, nor blight nor blossom. 


Then to that rose was failing— 
Failing ‘neath mine eye, 

I said, ’tis useless wailing ; 
Torget, forgive, and die. 

One look to Heaven in prayer, 
And one to me in kindness ; 
The deathwind shook its leaves, 
And I was one with blindness— 
Lone in burning blindness. 


FESTUS. 


Our hearts are not in our own hands: 
Why wilt thou make me say 
I cannot love as once I loved ? 


MARIAN. 


Ylear !—'tis for this I stay— 

To say we part—for ever part; 

But oh! how wide the line 

Between thy Marian’s bursting heart 
And that proud heart of thine. 

And thou wilt wander here and there, 
Ever the gay and free ; 

To other maids wilt fondly swear, 

As thou hast sworn to me; 


And I—oh! I shall but retire 
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Into my grief alone; 

And kindle there the hidden fire 

Which burns, which wastes unknown ; 
And love and life shall find their tomb 
In its sepulchral flame. 

Be happy—none shall know for whom— 
I will not dream thy name. 


HARRY. 
Although I would not necdlessly intrude— 
FANNY. 
To sing, not being asked, is rude. 
HARRY. 


To cease with such a dull down-hearted ditty 
Would be a wrong, I think, as well as pity. 


LUCY. 
Pray, sing us something livelier, then. 
SOPHY. 
And dont be personal again. 
HARRY sings, 
Annie's eyes are like the night, 
Nell’s are like the morning grey, 


Fanny’s like the gloaming light, 
Hal's are sunny as the day: 
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Bright—dark—blue—grey, 
I could kiss them night and day ; 
Grey—blue—dark—bright— 


Morning, evening, noon and night. 


Annie’s brow’s arched hike the sky, 
Nell’s is white without a spot, 
Hal's is as a palace hich, 

Fanny’s lowly like a cot: 


High—arched—low—white, 
I could kiss them day and night ; 
W hite—low 


Kiss them night and day could I. 


arched—high, 


Annie’s lips are warm and bright, 
Fanny's free and full of play, 
Hal’s are sweetest out of sight, 
Nell’s are always in the way : 
play, 
I could kiss them night and day ; 


Bright—warm—sweet 


Play—sweet—warm—bright, 


All the day and all the night. 
HELEN. 


Now let me leave my throne ; and if the hours 
Have measured every moment by a kiss, 

As I do think, since first ye gave these flowers, 
Jt was to teach us how to dial bliss. 

Farewell, dear crown, thy mistress will not wear, 
Save when she sitteth royally alone. 

Farewell, too, throne! not quickly wilt thou bear 
A happier form, if fairer than mine own. 
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HARRY. 


A brimmer at sitting, a brimmer at starting, 

As many you like be between; 

But we will have a right ruddy Lumper at parting— 

A health to our beautiful Queen ! 

Oh! while beauty shall live in the form of the fair, 

And love in the heart of the brave, 

The Queen of our souls, she shall never despair, 

For our hearts we would drain, and our arms we would 
bare, 

To avenge whom we love, or to save. 


WILL. 


The ladies leave us! 
LUCIFER. 


Oh! by all means let them ; 
But say, for Heaven itself, we'll not forget them; 
Say we will pledge them to the top of breath, 
As loud as thunder, and as deep as death. 


FESTUS. [ Apart. 


Where is thy grave, my love ? 

I want to weep. 

High as thou art this earth above, 
My woe is deep; 

And my heart is cold as is thy grave, 
Where I can neither soothe nor save. 
Whate’er I say, or do, or see, 

I think and feel alone to thice. 
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Oh! can it—can it be forgiven, 

That I forget thou art in Heaven? 

Thou wilt forgive me this, and more; 
Love spends his all, and still hath store. 
Thou wilt forgive, if beauty’s wile 

Should win, perforce, one glance from me ; 
When they, whose art it is to smile, 

Can never smile my heart from thee; 

And if with them I chance to be, 

And give mine ear up to their singing, 

It, wind-like, only wakes the sea, 

Tn all its mad monotony, 

Of memory forth thy music ringing. 

Thou wilt forgive, if now and then 

T link with hands less Joved than thine; 
Whose gold-like touch makes kings of men, 
But wakes no will in blood of mine ; 

And if with them I toss the wine, 

And set my soul in love's ripe riot, 

It echoes not—this desert shrine, 
Where still thy love from ITeaven doth shine, 
Moon-like, across some ruin’s quiet. 

Thou wilt forgive me, if my feet 

Should move to music with the fair ; 
When, at each turn, I burn to meet 

Thy stream-lke step and aeéry air; 

And if, before some beauty there, 

Mine eye may forge one glance of gladness, 
It is but the ripple of despair, 

That shows the bed is all but bare, 

And nought scarce left but stony sadness. 
Thon wilt forgive, if soft white arms 
[Imbrace, by fits, this breast of mine; 
When, while amid their pillowy charms, 
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My heart can kiss no heart but thine ; 

And if these lips but rarely pine 

In the pale abstinence of sorrow, 

It is, that nightly I divine, 

As I this world-sick soul recline, 

I shall be with thee ere the morrow. 

Thou wilt forgive, if e’er my heart 

Err from the orbit of its love; 

When even the bliss-bricht stars will start 
Earthwards, some lower sphere to prove ; 
And if one moment I remove 

From a cold hich air—like them immortal— 
It is, that as through life I rove, 

Hoping to reach the shrine of love, 

I feel I am perishing in the portal. 

Thou wilt forgive, if once with thee 

I limned the outline of a Heaven; 

But go and tell our God, from me, 

Hle must forgive what He hath given ; 

And, if we be by passion driven 

To love, and all its natural madness, 

Tell Him, that man by love hath thriven, 
And that by love he shall be shriven ; 

For God is love where love is gladness. 
Thou wilt forgive, if clay-bound mind 

Can scarce discover that thou art; 

But wait! I feel the outward wind 

Rush fresh into my fluttering heart. 
Perchance thy spirit stays in yon mild star 
In peace, and flame-like purity, and prayer ; 
And, oh! when mine shall fly from earth afar, 
I will pray God that it may join thine there: 
"Twere doubling Heaven, that Heaven with thee to share. 
And, while thou Jeadest music and her lyre, 
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Like a sunbeam holden by its golden hair, 

May I, too, mingling with the immortal choir, 

Love thee, and worship God! what more may soul 
desire ? 

Enough for me! but, if there be 

More, it shall be left for thee. 


WALTER. 


If any thing I love in chief, 

It is that flowery rich relief 

That wine doth chase on mortal metal 
Before good wine begins to settle ; 
But all seem smilingly serenely dull, 
And melancholy as the moon at full. 


CHARLES. 


They who mourn the lack of it, 
Shew, at least, no more of it. 
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Hfow sweetly shine the steadfast stars, 
[Each eyeing, sister-like, the earth ; 
And softly chiding scenes like this, 
Of senseless and profaning mirth. 


LUCIFER. 


Thou art ever prating of the stars 

Like an old soldier of his scars; 

Thou shouldst have been a starling, friend, 
And not an earthling: end! 


FESTUS 


FESTUS 


And could I speak as many times 

Of each as there are stars in Heaven, 

I could not utter half the thoughts— 

The sweet thoughts one to me hath given. 
The holy quiet of the skies 

May waken well the blush of shame, 
When e’er we think that thither lies 

The Heaven we heed not—ought not name. 
Oh, Heaven! let down thy cloudy lids, 
And close thy thousand eyes; 

For each, in burning glances, bids 

The wicked fool be wise. 


LUCIFER. 
I cau interpret well the stars. 

CHARLES. 
Indced ! they need interpreters. 

LUCIFER. 


Then thus, in their eternal tongue 

And musical thunders, all have sung 

To every ear which ear hath given, 

From birth to death, tis note of Heaven. 
Deathlings! on earth drink, laugh, and love! 
Ye mayn’t hereafter—under or above. 

Yes, this the tale they all have told, 

Since first they made old Chaos shrink— 
Since first they flocked creation’s fold, 


DO 
or 
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And filled all air like flakes of gold 
Which drop yon royal drink : 

For as the moon duth madmen rule, 
It is, that near and few they are ; 
And so in Heaven each single star 
Doth sway some reasonable fool, 
Whether on earth or other sphere ; 
For what’s above is what is here. 
Moons and madmen only change ; 
What can reason or stars derange ? 


EDWARD. 


Brave stars, bright monitors of joy! 
Right well ye time your hours of warning ; 
For, sooth to say, the eve’s employ 

Doth wax less lovely towards the morning. 
So push the goblet gaily round— 

Drink deep of its wealth—drink on! 

Our earthly joy too soon doth cloy, 

Our life is all but gone ; 

And, not enjoy yon glorious cup, 

And all the sweets which lie, 

Like pearls, within its purple well— 

Who would not hate to die ? 


WILL. 


And who, without the relishing glance 
Of woman’s witching eye, 

Could stand against the storms of fate, 
Or cankering care defy ? 

It adds fresh brightness to the bow]; 
Then why will men repine ? 


FESTUS. 


Content we'll live with Heaven's best gifts— 
With woman, and with wine. 


HARRY, 


Quick, then, quaff both life and wine, 
Their sparkle is their treasure ; 

Nor dally by the lips of life, 

But plunge into the pleasure. 

Let cowards shiver at the slide, 

And act the dainty boy ; 

For me, I love the glowing troop, 
The swift and glassy joy. 


LAURENCE, 


Cups while they sparkle— 
Maids while they sigh ; 
Bright eyes will darkle— 
Lips grow dry. 

Cheek while the dew-drops 
Water its rose ; 

Life’s fount hath few drops 
Dear as those. 

Arms while they tighten— 
Hearts as they heave ; 
Love cannot brighten 
Life’s dark eve. 


GEORGE. 


Oh! the wine is like life ; 
And the sparkles that play 
By the lips of the bowl 
Are the loves of the day. 
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Then kiss the bright bubble 
That breaks in its rise; 

Oh ! love is a trouble, 

As light when it dies. 


/ 


CHARLES. 


Let the young be glad! though cares in crowds 
Leave scarce a break of blue, 

Yet hope gives wings to morning clouds; 

And while their shade the sky enshrouds— 

By love and wine, which through them shine— 
They are turned to a golden hue. 

Then give us wine, for we ought to shine 

In the hour of dark and dew. 


FRANK. 


Let us three 
Sing a glee. 
[ They sing. 


The crow! the crow! the great black crow! 
He cares not to meet us wherever we go; 
HIe cares not for man, beast, friend, nor foe, 
For nothing will eat him he well doth know. 
Know! know! you great black crow! 
It’s a comfort to feel like a great black crow! 


The crow! the crow! the great black crow! 

He loves the fat meadow—his taste is low; 

He loves the fat worms, and he dines in a row 

With fifty fine cousins all black as a sloe. 
Sloe! sloe! you great black crow! 

But it’s jolly to fare like a great black crow. 
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The crow! the crow! the great black crow! 
He never gets drunk on the rain nor snow ; 
Ile never gets drunk, but he never says, no! 
If you press him to tipple ever so. 

So! so! you great black crow! 
It’s an honour to soak like a great black crow. 


The crow! the crow! the great black crow! 
He lives for a hundred years and mo’; 
Ife lives till he dies, and he dies as slow 
As the morning mists down the hill that go. 
Go! go! you great black crow! 
But it’s fine to live and die like a great black crow. 


CHARLES. 
A toast! 
FREDERIC. 


Here's beauty’s fairest flower— 
The maiden of our own birth-land ! 


HARRY. 


Pale face !—oh for one happy hour 
To hold my splendid Spaniard’s hand ! 


FESTUS. 


Why differ on which is the fairest form, 
When all are the same the heart to warm? 
Although by different charms they strike, 
Their power is equal and alike. 
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Ye bigots of beauty! behold I stand forth, 

And drink to the lovely all over the earth. 

Come, fill to the girl by the Tavus’ waves! 
Wherever she lives there’s a land of slaves. 

And here’s to the Scot! with her deep blue eye, 
Like the far off lochs ‘neath her hill-propt sky. 

To her of the green Isle! whose tyrants deform 

The land, where she beams like the bow in the storm. 
To the Norman! so noble, and stately, and tall; 
Whose charms, ever changing, can please as they pall: 
Two bowls in a breath! here’s to each and to.all! 
Come, fill to the English! whose eloquent brow 
Says, pleasure is passing, but coming, and now ; 

Oh! her eyes o’er the wine are like stars o’er the sea, 
And her face is the face of all Heaven to me. ° 

And here's to the Spaniard! that warin blooming maid, 
With her step superb, and her black locks’ braid. 

To her of dear Paris! with soul-spending glance, 
Whose feet, as she’s sleeping, look dreaming a dance. 
To the maiden whose lip like a rose-leaf is curled, 
And her eye like the star-flag above it unfurled ! 
Here’s to beauty, young beauty, all over the world! 


WILL. 


Hurrah ! a glorious toast ; 
"Twould please a pauper, warm a ghost. 


FESTUS. 


It moves not me. I cannot drink 

The toast T have given. 

There !—Ifarth may pledge it, and she will— 
Iferself and her beauty tu Heaven. 
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Drink to the dead—youth's feelings vain! 
Drink to the heart—the battered wreck, 
Hurled from all passions’ stormy main ! 
Though aye the billows o'er it break, 
The ruin rots, nor rides again. 


GHARLES, 


Friend of my heart! away with care, 

And sing, and dance, and laugh ; 

To love, and to the favourite fair, 

The wine-cup ever quaff. 

Oh, drink to the lovely ! whatever they are, 
Though fair as snow—as light ; 

For whether, or falling, or fixed the star, 
They both are heavenly bright. 

Out upon Care! he shall not stay 

Within a heart like thine; 

There’s nought in Heaven or earth can weigh 
Down youth, and love, and wine. 

Then drink with the merry! though we must die, 
Like beauty’s tear we'll fall ; 

We have lived in the light of a loved one’s eye, 
And to live, love, and die is all. 


GEORGE. 


It is sweet to taste the clear close kiss of meeting, 
And sweet to lengthen still the long embrace ; 

It is sweet to see the man we back is beating— 
Sweet to be startled by a pretty face. 

It is sweet to hear, if fat, that we get thinner— 
Sweet the first drop of claret after dinner, 

And at a fight; it is sweet to save a sinner. | 
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But sweeter still, than all that’s sweet before, 

Is to hear some say, I will say no more— 

A blessing I can scarce expect to be 

From those who are more near than dear to me— 
Yourself for instance. 


CHARLES, 


Why, you greedy elf! 
Would you have all the nonsense to yourself ? 
Brandy may do for the old, 
And water for all who choose it; 
And brandy and water, hot or cold, 
There are few who will dare to refuse it. 
But as for myself, I still must think, 
How wrong soever I be, 
There is nothing like wine for a poct’s drink ; 
Wine—wine is the drink for ine! 


HARRY. 
It is a fact: Charles is a poet. 
CHARLES. 


A fact that will take all my fiction to shew it. 
Ale may go down with the clown, 

And beer with the sad and seedy; 

And porter and stout, entire and brown, 
With the dead, or the mad, or the needy. 
But as for myself, I still must think, 

How wrong soever |] be, 

There is nothing like wine for a poet's drink ; 
W ine—wine 1s the drink for me! 
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Cider may suit an old maid, 

And a young one, soda water ; 

Grog, toddy, and negus, and lemonade, 

The curious in self-slaughter. 

But as for myself, I still must think, 

How wrong soever I be, 

There is nothing like wine for a poet’s drink ; 
Wine—wine is the drink for me! 


7 FRANK. 


As to this seat—its late and fair possessor 
Should, ere she went, have chosen her successor. 


FEST, 


In right of her who sat thereon 
T think TI might demand the throne; 
I rather choose to let it be. 


ALL. 
George shall be King of the company ! 
GEORGE. 


My loving subjects! I shall first promulge 

A few good rules by which to indulge ; 

They are good, accqrding to my thinking, 

And shall be held the laws of drinking. 

First—each man shall do what he chooses, 
Provided that he ne’er refuses, 

But shall be sworn, by stand and stopper, 

To drink as much as I think proper. 
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WILL. 


Stay !—all of you who think, with me, 
This law should pass, 

Will please to signify the same 

By emptying their glass. 


WALTER. 


_ Filling again and emptying, and so on, 
At each law—pari passu, as we go on. 


GEORGE, 


Secondly—no man shall be held as mellow 
Who can distinguish blue from yellow. 
Thirdly—no man shall miss his turn nor toast, 
Nor yet give more than two at once, at most, 
Fourthly—if one at table should fall under, 
There let him lhe—so mnch extinguished thunder. 
Fifthly—let all, in such case, who still stay, 
Like living lightnings, but the brighter play. 
Sixthly, and last but one—there shan’t 

Be aught said not irrelevant. 

Seventhly—if any of these edicts should not 

_ Be kept, it shall be good to plead, I would not. 


CHARLES. 


Oh, let the royal law 

Be writ in rosy wine! 

And read and kept 

At every feast 

Where wit and mirth combine. 
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The future is the world of youth— 

The future is our joy ; 

We dream of honour, love, and truth, 

And bliss without alloy. 

But harp not now on love or truth, 

Forget your dreams of glory ; 

The wine will double us our youth— : 
To-morrow dream again of sooth— 

But now to what’s before ye. 

Oh! age will cloud youth’s sunny brow, 

And sorrows plough the cheek ; 

The mirth we spread, the joy we know, 

Then it will be vain to seek. 

The old say, life has more of ill 

Than good—of grief, than gladness ; still, 
Within our cup one drop of Joy, 

Too small, if not too sweet, to cloy, 

Alway doth remain. 

With us it shall be more than love, 

Or fame, or faith, or gain; 

And sweet as Heaven's own fruit above, 

The common sweeteners of life’s bitter grain. 
Yes! ee the memory of this night, 

In age’s veriest midnight hours, 

Shall flash on our minds with a northern-light light, 
And a prelude of pleasure illumine the night, 
Whose morn we shall breathe in immortal bowers. 


WILL sings. 
Oh! Love's a bold pirate—the soul of the sea! 


He impresses the proud and he fetters the free; 
2G 
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His flag’s a red heart, in the bows are his guns, 
And the wind’s always with him—the foe ever runs. 


Oh! Love’s a bold pirate—the sword of the sea! 
For the poor he hath plunder, and fame for the free ; 
At home in a chase, he nor spares foe nor friend ; 
Though a stern chase, and long chase, the longest must end. 


Oh! Love’s a bold pirate—the pet of the sea ! . 
He will do all, and dare all, ’gainst all that may be ; 
He hails her all fair, just before they fall to’t, 

And his foe makes his prize and his consort to boot. 


LAURENCE. 


Have nothing to do with love— 

’Tis a tally to distress ; 

And, like the mortal yew-berry, 

Love’s deadly lusciousness ; 

And if we eat nor die in its sweet Joys, 
"Tis that so soon the clammy poison cloys. 


[They all begin to sing snatches of songs at once. 


The moon is in the tree, love, 

She cannot see us now; 

In life, in love, the strife’s the prize— 

I caught her peeping, peeping, 

It’s maidens are fair, and it’s ladies are kind— 
The conquest in the combat lies— 

The triumph in the struggle dies— 

No matter, no matter—they're not to my mind— 
Twice behind the bough. 

Oh! I’ve loved horse, and I’ve loved hound ; 
But, farewell! brush and bridle ; 

Then, oh! never care for the purse, but the treasure ; 
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And I’ve loved wine, and I’ve loved life ; 
Away goes the one when the other is found ; 
And I’ve loved lying idle: 
There’s nothing now delighteth me, 
For the purse is a curse, but the coin is the pleasure— 
But, Fanny dear! the hope of thee. 
And this is unbounded when that is unbound. 
Daughter of joy! 
Let me come to thine arms, 
I would risk my soul to ride 
On thy bosom’s gentle tide— 
And fold me bee-like, 
Oh! I’ve loved rod, and I’ve loved gun; 
In the flower of thy charms. 
Let this one sing his first love, 
But, farewell! reel and whistle— 
Ever heaving, ever bright, 
And that his latest vow ; 
And roaming fairer, wilder lands, 
Like the moonlit sea by night. 
And drink it till he burst, love, 
The fleur-de-lis and thistle ; 
Or toast her till he thirst, love ; 
There’s nothing now delighteth me, 
Give me the love that’s now. 
- Well may the bee work with such glee, 
Like, Fanny dear! the love of thee. 
His labour lies in flowers ; 
And were I he, and flowers like thee, 
I'd work, too, over hours. 


GEORGE. 


How goes the enemy ? 
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LUCIFER. 
What can he mean? 
FESTUS. 


He asks the hour! 


LUCIFER. 


Aha! then I 
Advise, if time thy foe hath been— | 
Be quick! shake hands, man, with eternity. 


[They break up. 


FESTUS 


Scene—A Church-yard. 
Festus AND LuCIFER beside a Grave, 
FESTUS. 


Let years crowd on, and age bow down 
My body to the earth which gave, 

As yon gray, worn out, crumbling stone 
Dips o’er the grave! 

What, though for me no music thrill, 
Nor mirth delight nor beauty move ; 
Though the heart stiffen and wax still, 
And make no love; 

Still, deep and bright, like river gold, 
Imbedded here thy love shall lie— 
Sun-grains, that with the sands are rolled, 
Of memory. 

Shall that soul never burst the tomb, 
Draped in Jong robes of living light ? 
Or, worm-like, alway eat the gloom 


And dust of night ? 
LUCIFER. 


Oh! life in sporting on earth lies, 

Till death share up the rich green sod ; 
But if the spirit lives or dies, 

Why try ye God ? 

What should it never smile nor sigh 
From cheeks or lips but those beneath ? 
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Doth love not weigh the world’s vast lie ? 
Doth life not death ? 


FESTUS. 
x 
I ask why man should suffer death ? 
LUCIFER. 


Answer—what right to life hath he ? 
God gives and takes away your breath: 
What more have ye? 

Breath is your life, and life your soul; 
Ye have it warm from His kind hands ; 
Then yield it back to the great Whole 
When He demands. 

Why, deathling, wilt thou long for Heaven? 
Why seek a bright but blinding way ? 
Go, thank thy God that He hath given 
Night upon day: 

Go, thank thy God that thou hast lived, 
And ask no more: 'tis all He gave: 

"Tis all there needs to be believed— 
God and the grave. 


FESTUS. 


For Thee, God, will I save my heart ; 
For Thee my nature’s honour keep ; 
Then, soul and body, all gr part— 
Rest, wake, or sleep! 
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Scene— Heaven, 
LuciFER AND Festus entering. 
THE ARCHANGELS, 


Infinite God! Thy will is done; 
The world’s last sand is all but run— 
The night is feeding on the sun. 


LUCIFER. 


All-being God! I come to thee again! 

Nor come alone: Mortality is here. 

Thou badest me do my will, and I have dared 
To do it. I have brought him up to Heaven. 


GOD. 


Thou canst not do what is not meant to be. 
Suns are made up of atoms—Heaven, of souls; 
And souls and suns are but the atoms of 

The body I, God, dwell in. What wilt thou 
With him who is here with thee ? 


LUCIFER. 
Shew him God. 
GOD. 


No being, upon part of whom the curse 
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Of death rests—be it only on his shadow— 
Can look on God and live. 


LUCIFER. 
Look, Festus! look! 
FESTUS, 


Eternal fuuntain of the infinite! 

On whose life-tide the stars seem strown hke bubbles, 
Forgive me, that an atomie of being 

Hath sought to see its Maker face to face. 

I have seen all Thy works and wonders—passed 

From star to star—from space to space; and feel, ° 

That to see all which can be seen is nothing, | 

And not to look on Thee, the Invisible. 

The spirits that I met all seemed to say, 

As on they sped upon their starward course, 

And slackened their lightning wings one moment o’er me, 
I could not look on God, whatever I was. 

And thou didst give this spirit at my side 

Power to make me more than them immortal ; 

So, when we had winged through thy wide world of things, 
And seen stars made and saved, destroyed and judged, 

I said—and trembled lest thou shouldst not hear me, 
And make thyself right ready to forgive— 

I will see God, before I die, in Heaven. 

Forgive me, God! 


GOD. 


Rise, mgrtal! look on me. 
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FESTUS. 
Oh! I sce nothing but like dazzling darkness! 
LUCIFER. 
I knew how it would be. Iam away. . [ Goes. 
FESTUS. 


I am thy creature, God! oh, slay me not! 
But let some angel take me or I die. 


GENIUS. 
Come hither, Festus! 
FESTUS. 
What art thou ? 
GENIUS. 
I am 
One who hath aye been by thee from thy birth— 
Thy guardian angel—thy good Genius. 
| FESTUS. 
I knew thee not till now. 


GENIUS. 


l am never seen 
2a 
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In the earth’s low thick light; but here in Heaven, 
And in the air which God breathes, I am clear. 
I tell to God each night thy thoughts and deeds. 


FESTUS. 


And this is Heaven! Lead on! Will God forgive 
That I did long to see Him ? 


GENIUS. 


| It is the strain 
Of all high spirits towards Him. Thou couldst not, 
Even if thou wouldst, behold God, masked in dust. 
Thine cye did light on darkness; but, when dead, 
And the dust shaken off the shining essence, _ 
God shall glow through thee as through living glass ; 
And every thought and atom of thy being 
Shall lodge Ilis glory—be over-bright with God. 
Come ! I will shew thee Heaven and all angels. 


FESTUS. 


How all with a kindly wonder look on me! 
Mayhap I tell of earth to their pure sense. 
Some seem as if they knew me: I know none. 
But how claim kinship with the glorified, 
Unless, with them, like-glorified 2 Yet—yes— 
It is—it must be—that angelic spirit— 

My heart outruns me—motlier ! see tliy son! 


ANGEL. 


Child ! how art thou here ? 


FESTUS 
FESTUS. 
God hath let me come. 
ANGEL. 
Hast thou not come unbidden and unprepared ? 
PESTUS. 


Forgive me if it be so—I am come; 
And I have ever said there are two who will 
Forgive me aught I do—my God and thou! 


ANGEL. 
I do—may He! 
FESTUS, 


Dear mother, thou art blessed ! 
I, too, am blessed now in knowing thee. 


ANGEL. 


Son of my hopes on earth and prayers in Heaven,— 
The love of God !—oh! it is infinite, 

Even as our imperfection. Promise, child, 

That thou wilt love Him more and more for this, 
And for His boundless kindness thus to me. 

Now, my son, hear me; for the hours of [Ieaven 
Are not as those of earth, and all is all 

But lost that is not given unto God. 

Oft have I seen, with joy, thy thoughts of Heaven, 
And holy hopes, which track the soul with light, 
Rise from dead doubts within thy troubled breast, 


936 FESTUS. 


As souls of drowned bodies from the sea, 
Upwards to God; and marked them so received, 
That, oh! my soul hath overflowed with rapture, 
As now thine eye with tears. But, oh! my son, 
Beloved! fear thou ever for thy soul; 

It yet hath to be saved. God is all-kind ; 

And long time hath He made thee think of Him: 
Think of Him yet in time! Ere I left earth, 
With the last breath which air would spare for me, 
And the last look which light would bless me with, 
I prayed thou mightst be happy and be wise, 

And half the prayer I brought, myself, to God ; 
And, lo! thou art unhappy and unwise! 


FESTUS. 


Blessed one! I rejoice that thou art clear, 

And all who have cared for me, of my misdeeds. 
Thy spirit was on those who nurtured me: 

All word and practice that could be of good 
Was given me; so that my sin is splendid. 
Yes! if I have sinned, I have sinned sublimely ; 
And I am glad I suffer for my faults: 

I would not, if I might, be bad and happy. 


ANGEL. 


God laughs at ill by man made, and allows it— 
The vaunt of mountainous evil, and the power 
To challenge Heaven from a mole-hill, child! 


FESTUS. 


God hath made but few better hearts than mine, 
However much it fail in the wise ways 
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Or the world, as living in the dull dark streets 
3 
Of forms and follies which men brick themselves in. 


ANGEL. 


The goodness of the heart is shewn in deeds 

Of peacefulness and kindness. Hand and heart 

Are one thing with the good, as thou shouldst be. 

Do my words trouble thee ? then treasure them: 

Pain overgot gives peace, as death does Heaven. 

All things that speak of Heaven speak of peace: 
Peace hath more might than war: high brows are calm: 
Great thoughts are still as stars; and truths, like suns, 
Stir not; but many systems tend around them. 

Mind’s step is still as Death’s ; and all great things 
Which cannot be controlled, whose end is good. 


FESTUS. 


I did not make myself, nor plan my soul. 

I am no angel nursed in the lap of light, 
Nor fed on milk immortal of the stars, 

Nor golden fruit grown in the summery suns. 
How am I answerable for my heart ? 

It is my master, and is free with me, 

As fixed with fate: I cannot hinder it: 

It cannot hinder God. All that we do 

Or bear is settled from eternity ; 

Whereof is no beginning, midst, nor end. 
To act, is ours ; quite sure, whatever we do, 
Whether it be for our own good or ill, 

Or others’ ill or good, it is for God’s 
Glory—the same and always: it is orde-ed. 
The soul is but an argan, and it hath 
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No power of good and evil in itself, 

More than the eye hath power of light or dark. 
God fitted it for good; and evil is 

Good in another way we are not skilled in. 

The good we do is of His own good will, — 

The ill, of His own letting. Doth not nature— 
All light in life, shine, marsh-like, too, in death ? 
Yea, wandering fires wait even on rottenness 
Like a stray gleam of thought in an idiot’s brain ; 
And thus I look on spirits that seem rotting 

In sin, and flying off by elements. 

All may not live again; but all who do 

Must change perpetually in Heaven ; 


And not by death to death, but life to life. 
ANGEL. 


No! Step by step, and throne by throne, we rise 
Continually towards the Infinite ; 
And ever nearer—never near—to God. 


FESTUS. 


Nothing is lost in Nature ; and no soul, 
Though buried in the centre of all sin, 

Is lost to God ; but there it works His will, 
And burns conformably. Oh! every thing 
To me seems good, and lovely, and immortal: 
The whole is beautiful ; and I can see 
Nought wrong in Man nor Nature: all is holy 
As is His word. The world itself is but 

A revelation. He breathes Himself unto us 
Before our birth, and we are all inspired 
With His spirit. All things are God, or of God ; 
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For the whole world is in the mind of God 

What a thought is in ours. Why boast we, then, 
Of aught? All that is good belongs to God ; 
And good and God are all things. 


ANGEL. 


But there lacks, 
In souls like thine, unsaved and unexalted, 
The light within—the light of perfectness ; 
Such as there is in Heaven. ‘The soul hath sunk. 
And perished like a light-house in the sea ; 
It is for God to raise it and rebuild. 


GENIUS. 


And his, thy son’s, He will raise. Since with me, 

I have shewn him infinite wonders: we have opened 
And scanned the golden scroll of Fate, wherein 

Is writ, in God's own hand, all things which happen. 
‘There we have seen the record of his being— 

Ifis long temptation, sin, and suffering. 


FESTUS. 


And hear it, oh beloved and blessed one ! 
Mine own salvation ! 


ANGEL. 


God is great in love ; 
Infinite in His nature, power, and grace ; 
Creating, and redeeming, and destroying— 
Infinite infinitely. But in love— 
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Oh! it is the truth transcendant over all— 

When thus to one poor spirit He gives His hand, 
He seems to impart His own unboundedness 

Of bliss. We seem to be hardly worth destroying, 
And much less saving ; yet He loveth each 

As though cach were His equal. 


FESTUS. 


I know all 
I have to go through henceforth,—all the doubts, 
Passions of life, and woes; but knowing them 
Hlinders them not: I bear obeyingly ; 
And pine no more, as once when I looked back 
And saw how life had balked, and foiled, and fooled me. 
Fresh as a spouting spring upon the hills 
My heart leapt out to life; it little thought 
Of all the vile cares that would rill into it, 
And the low places it would have to go through,— 
The drains, the crossings, and the mill-work after. 
God hath endowed me with a soul that scorns life— 
An element over and above the world’s : 
But the price one pays for pride is mountain-high. 
There is a curse beyond the rack of death— 
A woe, wherein God hath put out His strength— 
A pain past all the mad wretchedness we feel, 
When the sacred secret hath flown out of us, 
And the heart broken open by deep care,— 
The curse of a high spirit famishing, 
Because all earth but sickens it. 


ANGEL. 


Go, child ! 
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Fulfil thy fate! Be—do—bear—and thank God! 
To me it seems as I had lived all ages 
Since I left earth; and thou art yet scarce man. 


FESTUS. 


It was not, mother, that I knew thy face— 

The luminous eclipse that is on it now, 

Though it was fair on earth, would have made it strange 
Even to one who knew as well as he loved thee ; 

And if these time-tired eyes ever imaged thine, 

It was but for a moment, and the sight 

Passed ; and my life was broken like a line 

At the first word—but my heurt cried out in me. 


ANGEL. 
I knew thice well. And now to earth again! 
Go, son! and say tv all who once were mine— 
I love them, and expect them. 


FESTUS, 


Blessed one! 


I will. 
ANGEL. 
I charge thee, Genius. bear him safely. 
GENIUS. 


Through light, and night, and all the powers of air, 
I have a passport. 
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ANGEL. 
God be with thee, child. [ Goes. 
GENIUS. 


Come ! 


FESTUS. 


I feel happier, better, nobler now. 
See where she sits, and smiles, and points me out 
To those who sit along with her. Who are 
The two? : 


GENIUS. 
One is the mother of mankind, 
And one the mother of the Man who saved 
Mankind ; and she, thine own, the mother of 
The last man of mankind—for thou art he. 


FESTUS. 


AmI? Itis enough: I have seen God. 
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Scene—Garden and Bower by the Sea. 
LucIFER AND ECxissa, 
LUCIFER. 


Night comes, world-jewelled, as my bride should be. 
Immortal night! I love thee. ‘Thou and I 

Are of one seed—the eldest blood of God. 

He makes; we mar together all things—all 

But our own selves. Love makes thee cold and tremble, 
And me all fire. Do off that starry robe; 

Thou knowest that I love thee best all black. 

Catch me up to thee. Let us love, and die, 

And, weld our souls together, night! But here 

Cometh mine earthly. My Elissa! welcome. 


_ ELISSA, 
Is it not a lovely, nay, a heavenly eve ? 
LUCIFER. 
Thy presence only makes it so to me. 
The moments thou art with me are like stars 
Peering through my dark life. 


ELISSA. 


Nay, speak not so, 
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Or IT shall weep, and thou wilt turn away 
From woman's tears: yet are they woman's wealth. 


LUCIFER. 


Then keep thy treasures, lady! I would not have 
The world, if prized at one sad tear of thine. 

One tear of beauty can outweigh a world 

I:ven of sin and sorrow, heavy as this; 

But beauty cannot sin, and should not weep, 

For she is mortal. Oh! Ict deathless things 

Alone weep. Why should aught that dies be sad ? 


ELISSA. 


The noble mind is oft too generous, 

And, by protecting, weakens lesser ones; 

And tears must come of feeling, though they quench 
As oft the light which love lit in the eye. ‘ 


LUCIFER. 


And thy love ever hangs about my heart 

Like the pure pearl-wreath which enrings thy brow. 
I meant not to be mournful. Tell me, now, 

How thou hast passed the hours since last we met. 


ELISSA. 


I have staid the livelong day within this bower. 

It was here that thou didst promise me to come— 
Watching from wanton morn to repentant eve ; 
The self-same roses ope and close; untired, 
Listening the same birds’ first and latest songs— 
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And still thou camest not. To the mind which waits 
Upon one hour, the others are but slaves. 

The week hath but one day—the day one hour— 
That hour of the heart—that lord of time. 


LUCIFER. 


Sweet one! I raced with light and passed the laggard 
To meet thee; or, I mean I could have done: 

So much I sought; and were I living light 

From God, with leave to range the world, and choose 
Another brow than His whereon to beam— 

To mark what even an angel could but covet-— 

A something lovelier than Heaven's loveliness— 

To thee I straight would dart unheeding all 

The lives of other worlds, even those who name 
Themselves thy kind ; for oft my mind o’ersoars 

The stars; and, pondering upon what may be 

Of their chief lording natures, man’s seems worst— 
The darkest, meanest, which, through all these worlds, 
Drags what is deathless, may be, down to dust. 


ELISSA. 


Speak not so bitterly of human kind ; 

I know that thou dost love it. Hast not heard 

Of those great spirits, who, the greater grow, 

The better we are able them to prize ? 

Great minds can never cease; yet they have not 

A separate estate of deathlessness : 

The future is a remnant of their life : 

Our time is part of theirs, not theirs of ours ; 

They know the thoughts of ages long before. 

It is not the weak mind feels the great mind’s might ; 
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None but the great can test it. Does the oak 

Or reed feel the strong storm most 2. Oh! unsay 
What thou hast said of man; nor deem me wrong. 
Mind cannot mind despise : it is itself. 

Mind must love mind: the great and good are friends ; 
And he is but half great who is not good. 

And, oh! humanity is the fairest flower 

Blooming in earthly breasts ; so sweet and pure, 

That it might freshen even the fadeless wreaths 
Twined round the golden harps of those in Heaven. 


LUCIFER. 


For thy sake I will love even man, or aught. 
Spirit were I, and a mere mortal thou, 

For thy sake I would even seek to die ; 

That, dead or living, I might still be with thee. 
But no! I'll deem thee deathless—mind and make, 
And worthier of some spirit’s love than mine ; 
Yea, of the first-born of God's sons, could he, 
In that sweet shade thy beauty casts o’er all, 
One moment lay and cool his burning soul; 

Or might the ark of his wide flood-like woe 
But rest upon that mount of peace and bliss— 
Thy heart imbosomed in all beauteousness. 


Nay, Jady! shrink not. Thinkest thou I am he? 
ELISSA. 


Thou art too noble, far. I oft have wished, 
Ere I knew thee, I had some spirit’s love ; 

But thou art more like what I sought than man, 
And a forbidden quest, it seems; for thou 
Hast more of awe than love about thee, like 
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The mystery of dreams which we can feel, 
But cannot touch. 


LUCIFER. 


Nay, think not so! It is wrong... 
Come, let us sit in this thy favourite bower, 
And I will hear thee sing. I love that voice, 
Dipping more softly on the subject ear 
Than that calm kiss the willow gives the wave— 
A soft rich tone, a rainbow of sweet sounds, 
Just spanning the soothed sense. Come, nay me not. 


ELISSA. 
Do thou lead out some Jay; I'll follow thine. 
LUCIFER. 


Well, I agree. It will spare me much of shame 
In coming after thee. My song is said 
Of Lucifer the star. See there he shines ! 
[Sings. 
I am Lucifer, the star; 
Oh! think on me, 
As I lighten from afar 
The heavens and thee! 
In town, or tower, 
Or this fair bower, 
Oh! think on me, 
Though a wandering star, 
As the loveliest are ; 
I love but thee. 
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Lady! when I brightest beam, 
Love! look on me! 

I am not what I may seem 
To the world or thee; 

But fain would love 

With thee above, - 
Where thou wilt be. 

But if love be a dream, 

As the world doth deem, 
What is’t to me ? 


. ELISSA. 


Could we but deem the stars had hearts, and loved, 
They would seem happier, holier, even than now ; 
And, ah! why not? they are so beautiful ; 

And love is part and union in itself 

Of all that is in nature brilliant, pure— 

Of all in feeling sacred and sublime. 

Surely the stars are images of love: 

The sunbeam and the starbeam both bring love. 
The sky, the sea, the rainbow, and the stream 
And dark blue hill, where all the loveliness 

Of earth and heaven, in sweet extatic strife, 
Seem mingling hues which might immortal be, 

If length of life by height of beauty went: 

All seem but made for love—love made for all: 
We do become all heart with those we love : 

It 1s nature’s self—it is everywhere—it is here. 


LUCIFER. 


To me there is but one place in the world, 
And that where thou art; for wherever I be, 
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Thy love doth seek its way into my heart, 
As will a bird into her secret nest : 
Then sit and sing; sweet wing of beauty, sing. 


ELISSA. 


Hear, Lucifer, thou star! I answer thee. 
| [ Sings. 

Oh! ask me not to look and love, 
But bid me worship thee ; 

Yor thou art earthly things above, 
As far as angels be: 

Then whether in the eve or morn 

Thou dost the maiden skies adorn, 
Oh! let me worship thee! - 


I am but as this drop of dew ; 
Oh! let me worship thee! 

Thy light, thy strength, is ever new, 
Even as the angels’ be: 

And as this dew-drop, till it dies, 

Bosoms the golden stars and skies, 
Oh! let me worship thee! 


But, dearest, why that dark look ? 
LUCIFER. 


Let it not 
Cloud thine even with its shadow: but the ground 
Of all great thoughts is sadness ; and I mused 
Upon past happiness. Well; be it past! 
Did Lucifer, as I do, gaze on thee, 
The fiame of woe would flicker in his breast, 
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And straight die out—the brightness of thy beauty 
Quenching it as the sun doth earthly fire. 


ELISSA. 
Nay, look not on me so intensely sad. 
LUCIFER. 


Forgive me: it was an agony of bliss. 

I love thee, and am full of happiness. 

My bosom bounds beneath thy smile as doth 
The sea’s unto the moon, his mighty mistress ; 
Lying and looking up to her, and saying— 
Lovely! lovely! lovely! lady of the heavens! 
Oh! when the thoughts of other joyous days— 
Perchance, if such may be, of happier times— . 
Are falling gently on the memory 

Like autumn’s leaves distained with dusky ‘gold, 
Yet softly as a snowflake; and the smile 

Of kindliness, like thine, is beaming on me— 
Oh! pardon, if I lose myself, nor know 
Whether I be with Heaven or thee. 


ELISSA. 
. Usenot | |: 


Such ardent phrase, nor mix the claim of aught 
On earth with thoughts no more than with the hopes 


Of Heaven. 
LUCIFER. ° 


Hopes I have nonc! 
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ELISSA. 


Thou must have. All 
Have hopes, however wretched they may be, 
Or blest. It is hope which lifts the lark so high— 
Hope of a lighter air and bluer sky ; 
And the poor hack, which drops down on the flints— 
Upon whose eye the dust is settling— 
He hopes to die. No being is which hath 
Not love and hope. 


LUGIFER. 


Yes—one! The ancient IIl, 

Dwelling and damned through all which is: that spirit |» 
Whose heart is hate—who is the foe of God—  . .-: 
The foe of all. Won ns 

. i 

ELISSA. 


How knowest thou such doth live ?.... 
Love is the happy privilege of mind— .- - a 
Love is the reason of all living things. 7 
A Trinity there seems of principles, 
Which represent and rule created life— 
The love of self, our fellows, and our God. 
In all throughout one common feeling reigns : 
Each doth maintain and is maintained by the other:. -. 
All are compatible—all needful ; one 
To life—to virtue one—and one to bliss ; 
Which thus together make the power, the end, 
And the perfection, of created Being. 
From these three principles doth every deed, 
Desire, and wil], and reasoning, good or bad, come ; 
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To these they all determine—sum and scheme : 
The three are one in centre and in round ; 
Wrapping the world of life as do the skies 

Our world. Hail! air of love, by which we live! 
How sweet, how fragrant! Spirit, though unseen— 
Void of gross sign—is scarce a simple essence, 
Immortal, immaterial, though it be. 

One only simple essence liveth—God,— 

Creator, uncreate. The brutes beneath, 

The angels high above us, with ourselves, 

Are but compounded things of mind and form. 

In all things animate is therefore cored 

An elemental sameness of existence ; 

For God, being love, in love created all, 

As He contains the whole, and penetrates. 

Seraphs love God, and angels love the good : 

We love each other; and these lower lives, 

Which walk the earth in thousand diverse shapes, 
According to their reason, love us, too: 

The most intelligent affect us most. 

Nay, man’s chief wisdom is love—the love of God. 
The new religion—final, perfect, pure— 

Was that of Christ and love. His great command— 
His all-sufficing precept—was it not love ? 

Truly to love ourselves, we must love God— 

To love God, we must all His creatures love— 

To love His creatures, both ourselves and Him. 
Thus, love is all that is wise, fair, good, and happy. 


LUCIFER. 


How knowest thou God doth live? Why did He not, 
With that creating hand which sprinkled stars 
On space’s bosom, bidding her breathe and wake 
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From the long death-like trance in which she lay,— 
With that same hand which scattered o’er the sky, 
As this small dust I strew upon the wind, 

Yon countless orbs, aye fixing each on Him 

Its flaming eye, which winks and blenches oft 
Beneath His glance,—with the finger of that hand 
Which spangled o’er infinity with suns, 

And wrapped it round about Him as a robe,— 
Why did He not write out His own great name 

In spheres of fire, that Heaven might alway tell 
To every creature, God? If not, then why 
Should I believe when I behold around me 
Nought scarce, save ill and woe? 


ELISSA. 


God surely lives ! 
Without God all things are in tunnel darkness. 
Le. there be God, and all are sun—all God. 
And to the just soul, in a future state, 
Defect’s dark mist, thick-spreading o’er this vale, . 
Shall dim the eye no more, nor bound survey ; 
And evil, now which boweth being down 
As dew the grass, shall only fit all life 
For fresher growth and for intenser day, 
Where God shall dry all tears as the sun dew. 


LU. ‘FER. 
Oh! lady, I am wretched. 
ELISSA. 


Say not so. 
With thee I could not deem myself unhappy.— 


2 
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Hark to the sea! It sounds like the near hum 
Of a great city. : 


LUCIFER. 


Say, the city earth; 
For such these orbs are in the realins of space. 


ELISSA. ; 


I dreamed once that the night came down to me ; 

In figure, oh! too like thine own for truth, 

And looked into me with his thousand eyes, 

And that made me unhappy; but it passed, 

And I half wished it back. Mind hath its earth 
And Heaven. The many petty common thoughts 
On which we daily tread, as it were, make one, 

And above which few look; the other, is 

That high and welkin-like infinity— 

The brighter, upper half of the mind’s world, 

Thick with great sun-like and constellate thoughts ;' 
And in the night of mind, which is our sleep,-) 
These thoughts shine out in dreams. Dreams double life ; 
They are the heart's bright shadow on life’s flood; +’ 
And even the step from death to deathlessness— ° J 
From this earth’s gross existence unto Heaven— '' "'' 
Can scarce be more than from the harsh hot day 
To sleep’s soft scenes, the moonlight of the a 
The wave is never weary of the wind, 

But in mountainous playfulness leaps to it 
Always; but mind gets weary of the world, 

And sulks itself in sleep, like a sweet smile, 
Line by line, settling into proper sadness ; 

For sleep seems part of our immortality : 
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And why should any thing that dies be sad ? | 
Last night I dreamed I walked within a hall— 
The inside of the world. Long shroud-like lights 
Lit up its lift-like dome and pale wide walls 
Horizon-like ; and every one was there : 

It was the house of Death, and Death was there. 
We could not see him, but he was a feeling: 

We knew he was around us—heard us—eyed us ; 
But where wast thou? I never met thee once. 
And all was still as nothing; or as God, 

Deep judging, when the thought of making first 
Quickened and stirred within Him; and He made 
All Heaven at one thought as at a glance. 

Noise was there none; and yet there was a sound 
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Which seemed to be half like silence, half like sound. 


All crept about still as the cold wet worms, 
Which slid about our feet, we could not scape from. 
Round me were ruined fragments of dead gods— 
Those shadows of the mystery of One— 

And the red worms, too, flourished over these, 
For marble is a shadow weighed with mind ; 
IXach being, as men of old believed, distinct _ 
In form, and place, and power. But, oh! not all 
The gathered gods of Eld could shine like ours, 
No more than all yon stars could make a sun. 
But truly then men liyed in moral night, 

‘Neath a dim starlight of religious truth: | 

I felt my spirit’s spring, gush out more clear, 
Gazing on these: they beautified my mind 

As rocks and flowers reflected do a well. 

Mind makes itself like that it lives amidst, 

And on; and thus, among dreams, imaginings, 
And scenes of awe, and purity, and power, 
Grows sternly sweet and calm—all beautiful 
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With god-like coldness and unconsciousness 

Of mortal passicn, mental toil; until, 

Like to the marble model of a god, 

It doth assume a firm and dazzling form, 

Scarcely less incorruptible than that 

It emblems: and so grew, methought, my mind. 
Matter hath many qualities ; mind, one: 

It is irresistible: pure power—pure god. 

While wandering on I met what seemed myself: 
Was it not strange that we should meet, and there ? 
But all is strange in dreaming, as in death, 

And waking, as in life: nought is not strange. 
Methought that IT was happy, because dead. 
Allhurried to and fro; and many cried 

To each other—Can I do thee any good ? 

But no one heeded: nothing could avail: 

The world was one great grave. I looked, and saw 
Time on his two great wings—one, night—one, day— 
Fly, moth-like, right into the flickering sun ; 

So that the sun went out, and they both perished. 
And one gat up and spake—a holy man— 
I-xhorting them; but each and all cried out— 

Go to !—it helps not—means not: we are dead. 
Death spake no word methought, but me he made 
Speak for him; and I dreamed that I was Death; 
Then, that Death only lived: all things were mixed ; 
Up and down shooting, like the brain's fierce dance 
In a delirium, when we are apt to die. 

Hell is my heir; what kin to me is Heaven ? 

Bring out your hearts before me. Give your limbs 
To whom ye list or love. My son, Decay, | 

Will take them: give them him. I want your hearts, 
That I may take them up to God. There came 
These words among us, but we knew not whence; 
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It was as if the air spake. And there rose 

Out of the earth a giant thing, all earth ; 

His eye was earthy, and his arm was earthy: 

He had no heart. He but said, I am Decay; 

And, as he spake, he crumbled into earth, 

And there was nothing of him. But we all 

Lifted our faces up at the word, God, 

And spied a dark star high above in the midst. 

And all plucked out their hearts, and held them in 

Their right hands. Many tried to pick out specks 

And stains, but could not: each gave up his heart. 

And something—all things—nothing—it.was Death, 

Said, as before, from air—Let us to God! 

And straight we rose, leaving behind the raw 

Worms and dead gods, all of us—soared and soared 

Right upwards, till the star I told thee of 

Looked like a moon—the moon became a sun: 

The sun—there came a hand between the sun and us,’ 

And its five fingers made five nights in air. 

God tore the glory from the sun’s broad brow, 

And flung the flaming scalp off flat to Hell. 

I saw him do it; and it passed close by us. 

And then I heard a long, cold, skeleton scream, 

Like a trumpet whining through a catacomb, 

Which made the sides of that great grave shake in. 

I saw the world and vision of the dead 

Dim itself off; and all was life! I woke, 

And felt the high sun blazoning on my Grow 

His own almighty mockery of woe, 

And fierce and infinite laugh at things which cease. 

Hell hath its light—and Heaven; he burns with both. 

And my dream broke, like life from the last limb— 

Quivering; so loth I felt to let it go, 

Just as I thought I had caught sight of Heaven. 
~L 
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It came to nought, as dreams of Heaven on earth | 
Do alway. 


LUCIFER. 
Jt is time we part again. 
ELISSA. 


Farewell, then, gentle stars! To-night, farewell! 
For we all part at once. It is thus the bright 
Visions and joys of youth break up—but they 
For ever. When ye shine again [ will 

Be with ye; for I love ye next to him. 

To all, adieu! When shall I see thee next ? 


LUCIFER. 
Lady, I know not. 
ELISSA. 
Say! 
LUCIFER. 
Never! perchance. 
ELISSA. 


There is but one immortal in the world 
Who need say—never ! 


LUCIFER. 


What if I were he ? 
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ELISSA. 


But thou art not he; and thou shalt not say it. . 
Stars rise and set—rise, set, and rise again 

In their sublime-like beauty through all time. 
Why should not we, too, ever meet, like them ? 
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LUCIFER. 


I see no beauty—feel no love—all things 
Are unlovely. | 


ELISSA.™ 


O earth! be deaf; and heaven! 
Shut thy blue eye. He doth blaspheme the world! 
Dost not love me? 


LUCIFER. 


f 


Love thee? Ay! Earth and Heaven 
Together could not make a love like mine. 


ELISSA, 
When wilt thou come again? To-morrow ? 


 LUCIFER. 


| Well, 
And then I cross yon sea ere I come again; 
For I have matters in another land, 

Fear not. a ee 
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When will our parting days be over ? 
LUCIFER. 


Oh! soon—soon! Think of me, love, on the waters! 
Be happy! and, for me, I love few things more 

Than at night to ride upon the broad-backed billow, 
Seaing along and plunging on his precipitous path ; 
While the red moon is westering low away, 

And the mad waves are fighting for the stars, 

Like men for—what they know not. 


ELISSA, 
Scorner! | 
LUCIFER. 
co Saint! 
cee 


The world hath much that is great ; and but one sea, 
Which is her spirit; and to her it is 

As the mad monarch passion to the heart— 
Fathomless, overwhelming, which receives 

The rivers of all feeling; in whose depths 

Lie wrecked the riches of all nature. God, 

When He did make thee, moved upon thee then, 
And left His impress there, the same even now 

As when thy last wave leapt from Chaos.—Hark ! 
Nay, there is some one coming. 
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FESTUS, 


| It is I. 
I said we should be sure to meet thee here ; 
For I have brought one who would speak with thee. 


LUCIFER. 
Thanks! and where is he ? 


FESTUS. 


Yonder. He would not 
Come up so far as this. 


LUCIFER. 
Who is it? 
FESTUS. 


I know not 
Who he may be, or what; but I can guess. 


LUCIFER. 
Remain a onenl love, till I return. 
ELISSA. 
Nay—let me leave! 
» LUCIFER. 


Not yet: do not dislike him. 
He is a friend, and—more another time. { Goes, 
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I am sorry, lady, to have caused this parting. 
I fear I am unwelcome. 


ELISSA. 
We were parting. 
FESTUS. 


\ 


Then am I doubly sorry ; for I know 
It is the saddest and the sacredest 
Moment of all with those who love. 


" ELISSA. 


He is coming! 
So I forgive thee. 


_ LUCIFER, 


I must leave thee, love: 
I know not for how long ; but it rests with thee 
_ If it seem long at all, Eternity 
Might pass, and I not know it in thy love. 


ELISSA, 


If to believe that I do love thee alway . 
May make time fly the fleeter— 


LUCIFER, 


I'll believe it— 
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Trust me. I leave this lady in thy charge, 
Festus. Be kind—wait on her—may he, love ? 


ELISSA. 


Thou knowest. I receive him as thy friend 
Whenever he come. 


FESTUS. 


I ask no higher title - | 
Than friend of the lovely and the generous. 


ELISSA. 
Farewell ! 
FESTUS. 


Lady! I will not forget my trust. 


This parting over—_ 


ELISSA. 
Yes, this one—and then ? 
LUCIFER. 


Why, then another, may be. 
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ELISSA. 


No—no more. 


I'll be unhappy if you tell me so. 


LUCIFER. 
Well, then—no more. 
ELISSA. 


But when wilt thou come back ? 
LUCIFER,. 
Almost before thou wishest. He will know. 


ELISSA. 


I shall be always asking him. Farewell! [Goes. 
LUCIFER. 

Shine on, ye stars! and light her to her rest ; 

Scarce are ye worthy for her handmaidens. 

Why, Hell would laugh to learn I had been in love. 

I have affairs in Hell. Wilt go with me? 
FESTUS. 

Yes, in a month or two: not just this minute. 


LUCIFER. 


I shall be there and back again ere then. 
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FESTUS. 
Meanwhile I can amuse myself: so, go! 
But sometime I would fain behold thy home, 
And pass the gates of fire. 
LUCIFER. 
And so thou shalt. 
My home is everywhere where spirit is. 
All things are as I meant them. Fare thee well. [Goes. 


FESTUS. 


The strongest passion which I have is honour: 
I would I had none: it is in my way. 
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Scene— Lverychere, 
LucIFER AND FEstvs. 
FESTUS, 


Why, earth is in the very midst of Heaven! 
And space, though empty of things, feels full of God. 
Hath space no limit ? 


LUCIFER. 


None to thee. Yet, if 
Infinite, it would equal God; and that 
To think of is most vain. He only holds 
Perfections, which are but the impossible 
To other beings. 


FESTUS. 


Even here I feel, 
Among these mighty things, that, as I am, 
I am akin to God,—that I am part 
Of the use universal, and can grasp 
Some portion of that reason in the which 
The whole is ruled and founded,—that I have 
A spirit nobler in its cause and end, 
Lovelier in order, greater in its powers, 
Than all these bright immensities—how swift ! 
And doth creation’s tide for ever flow, 
Nor ebb with like destruction? World on world 
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Are they for ever heaping up, and still 
The mighty measure never full ? 


LUCIFER. 


To act 
Is power’s habit ; alway to create, 
God’s; which, thus ever causing worlds, to Him 
Nought cumbrous more than new down to a wing, 
Aye multiplies at once my power and pain. | 
I have seen many frames of being pass. 
This generation of the universe 
Will soon be gathered to its grave. These worlds, 
Which bear its sky-pall, soon will follow thine. 
I, both. All things must die. 


FESTUS. 


What are ye orbs? 
The words of God? the Scriptures of the skies ? 
For words with Him cannot be passing, nor 
Less real, vast, or glorious than yourselves, 
The world is a great poem, and the worlds 
The words it is writ in, and we souls the thoughts. 
Ye cannot die. 


LUCIFER. 


Think not on death. Here all 
Is life, light, beauty. Tarp not so on death. 


FESTUS. 


I cannot help me, spirit! Chide no more. 
As who dare gaze the sun, doth after see 


268 FESTUS. 


Betwixt him and else a dark sun m his eye; 
So I, once having braved my burning doom, 
See nought beside—or that in everything. 


Hark, what is that I hear ? 


LUCIFER. 


An angel weeping— 
Earth’s guardian angel. She is alway weeping. 


FESTUS. 


See where she flies, spirit-torn, round the heavens, 
Like a fore-feel of madness about the brain. 


ANGEL OF EARTH. 


Stars! stars! 

Stop your bright cars! 

Stint your breath ! 

Repent ere worse ! 

Think of the death 

Of the universe ! 

Fear doom, and fear 

The fate of your kin-sphere. 
As a corse in the tomb, 
Earth! thou art laid in doom : 
The worm is at thy heart. 

I see all things part :— 

The bright air thicken, 
Thunder-stricken : 

Birds from the sky 

Shower like leaves : 
Streamlets stop 

Like ice on eaves : 
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The sun go blind: 

Swoon the wind 

On the high hill top— 
Swoon and die: 

Earth rear off her cities 

As a horse his rider ; 

And still, with each death-strain, 
Her heart-wound tear wider: 
The lion roar and die 

With his eyeballs on the sky: 
The eagle scream 

And drop like a beam: 

Men crowd and cry, 

Out on this deathful dream ! 
A low dull sound— 

"Tis the march of many bones 
Under ground; 

Up! and they fling, 

Like a fly’s wing, 

Off them the gray grave-stones ; 
They sit in their biers— 
Father and mother, 

Man and wife, 

Sister and brother, 

As in life; 

Lady and lover— 

Love all over ; 

Their flesh re-appears— 
Their hearts bezt— 

Their eyes have tears : 

Woe! woe! 

Do they speak ? 

Stir? No! 

Tongues were too weak, 
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Save to repeat 

Woe! 

But they smile 

In a while ; 

For to wipe from his word 
The dust of years, 

He comes! he comes! the Lord, 
Man-God, re-appears ; 

To bless, and to save 

From death and the grave— 
To redeem and deliver 

For ever and ever! 

The dead rise— 

Death dies. 

Go, Time, and sink 

Thy great thoughts in the sea! 
And quench thy red link! 
Let him flutter to rest 

On thy God-nursing breast, 
Eternity ! 

Mother Eternity ! 

What is for me ? 


FESTUS. 


Poor angel! Ah! it is the good who suffer. 

Look ! like a cloud, she has wept herself away ! 

Are all these worlds, then, stocked with souls like man'’s— 
Free, fallible, and sinful ? 


LUCIFER. 


Ay, they are. 
All creature-minds, like man’s, are fallible. 
The seraph who in Heaven highest stands 
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May fall to ruin deepest. God is mind— 

Pure, perfect, sinless. Man, imperfect, is 
Momently sinning. Evil then results 

From imperfection. The idea of good 

Is owned in imperfection’s lowest form. 

God would not, could not, make aught wholly ill, 
Nor aught not like to err. Man never was 
Perfect nor pure, or he would be so now. 

Thy nature hath some excellencies—these 

Oft thwarted by low lusts and wicked wills. 
What then? They are necessitate in kind, 

As change in nature, or as shade to light. 

No darkness hath the sun—no weakness God : 
These only be the faulty qualities 

Of secondary natures—-planets—men. 

God hath no attributes unless To Be 

Be one: it would mix Him with the things He has made. 
God is all God, as life is that which lives. 

I am a mighty spirit, and yet I 

Am but to God what lightning is to light : 
Lightning slays one thing—light makes all things live. 
Bear, then, thy necessary ills with grace: 

No positive estate or principle 

Is Evil—debtor wholly for its form 

And measure to defect—defect to good. 

Good is the sole positive principle in the world ; 
It is only thus, that what God makes, He loves— 
And must: the others are but off-shoots, Il 

Is limited. One cannot form a scheme 

For universal evil; not even I. 
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Can imperfection from perfection come ? 
Can God make aught defective ? 
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How aught else? 
There are but three proportions in all things 
The greater—equal—less. God could not make 
A God above Himself, nor equal with— 
By nature and necessity the Highest; 
So, if He make, it must be lesser minds— 
Little and less from angels down to men, 
Whose natures are imperfect as His own 
Must be all-perfect. These two states are not, 
Except as whole into its part, opposed ; 
And evil is itself no ill unless 
Creation be. 


FESTUS. 
Is God the cause of evil? 
LUCIFER, 
So far as evil comes from imperfection, 
And imperfection from the things He has made, 
And what He has made from His will to make. . 
FESTUS. 
Oh! let me rest, be it but a moment's pause! 
For this endless light-like journey wearies me. 
Remember still my spirit toils in dust— 
A dark close cloud. 


LUCIFER. 


Alight, then, on this orb. 
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I am not wearied: I will watch by thee. 

He sleeps—he dreams. How far men see in dreams! 
In dreams they can accomplish worlds of things : 
The heart then suffers a fusion of all feeling 

Back to its youthful hours of innocence, 

And nakedness, and paradise; ere yet 

The world had wound a perishing garb around it; 
While yet its God came down and spake to it. 

Such and so great are dreams. My might, my being 
To him is but a dream’s. And could a state 

To come fill up their dream-stretched minds, they might 
Be gods.. And may it not be so? Then man 

Ts worth my ruining. What does he dream? 

With all the sway his spirit now exerts 

Over time, space, thought, it is but a shadowy sway, 
Light as a mountain shadow on a lake. 

Mine is the mountain’s self. A touch would shake 
To nought whatever his soul now feels or acts; 

But not a world-quake could touch aught of mine: 
Thus much we differ. I will not envy man. 

Power alone makes being bearable. 

And yet this dream-power is mind-power—real: 

All things are real: fiction cannot be. 

A thought is real as the world ; a dream 

True as all God doth know; with whom all is true. 
The deep dense sleep of half-dead exhaustedness ! 
Would I could feel it. Ah! he wakes at last. 


FESTUS. 


Oh! I have dreamed a dream so beautiful ! 
Methought I lay as it were here; and, lo! 

A spirit came and gave me wings of light, 
Which thrice I waved delighted. Up we flew 
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Sheer through the shining air, far past the sun’s 
Broad blazing disk,—past where the great great snake 
Binds, in his bright coil, half the host of heaven,— 
Past thee, Orion! who, with arm uplift, 
Threatening the throne of God, dost ever stand 
Sublimely impious; and thy mighty mace 

Whirling on high, down from its glorious seat 

Drops, crushed and shattered, many a shining world. 
And so the brave and beautiful of old 

Believed thou wast a giant made of worlds : 

And they were right, if thus they bodied out 

The immortal mind; for it hath starlike beauty, . 

And worldlike might; and 1s as high above 

The things it scorns, and will make war with God, 
Though He gave it earth and Heaven, and arms to win 
Them both; and, spite of lust and pride, to earn them.. 
And now thy soul informs yon hundred stars, 

As mine my limbs—well, it is a noble end. 

What now to thee be mortal maid or goddess ? 
Look! she who fled tnee once, now loves and longs 
To clasp thee to her cold and beamy breast. 

Pine moon! thou art as far below him now, 

As once she was above thee, thou of the world-belt! 
And she who had thee, and who knew thee god, 
Died of her boast, and lies in her own dust. 

And she who loved thee, the young blushy Morning, 
Who caucht thee in her arms, and bore thee off 

Far o’er the lashing seas to a lonely isle, 

Where she might pleasure longer and in secret— 
That love undid thee; and it is so now: 

Whether the beauty seek, or flee, or have, 

"Tis a like ill; this beauty doubly mortal. 

What though the moon with madness slew thee there, 
Let me believe it was within the arms 
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That loved thee even in the stroke of death; 

And that there snapped the lightning link of life. 
Kill, but not conquer, man nor mind may gods. 
Thou image of the Almighty error, man! 

Banished and banned to Heaven, by a weak world, 
Which makes the minds it cannot master gods. 
And thou, the first and greatest of half-gods, 
Which they in olden time did star together 

To an idolatrous immortality ; 

Who nationalized the Heavens, and gave all stars 
Unto the spirits of the good and brave, 

Forestalling God by ages—wondrous men! 

And if—beguiled by wine and the low wiles 

Thou wouldst not creep to meet, and a drunken sleep, 
Like to high noon in the midst of all his might, 
Close by the brink of immortality— 

The deep dominions of thy sea-sire—thou 

Didst lose thy light by kings who hate the great, 
Thou only hadst to stand up to the sun, 

And gain again thine eyes. So the great king, 

The world, the tyrant we elect, in vain 

Puts out the eves of mind: it looks to God, 

And reaps its light again. Wherefore, revenge! 
Out with the sword! the world will run before thee, 
Orion! belted giant of the skies! 

Thou with the treble strain of godhood in thee! 
March! there is nought to hinder thee in Heaven,— 
Past that great sickle saved for one day’s work, 
When He who sowed shall reap Creation’s field,— 
Past those high diademed orbs which show to man 
His crown to come,—up through the starry strings 
Of that high harp close by the feet of God, 

Which He, methought, took up and struck, till Heaven, 
In love's immortal madness, rang and reeled ; 
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The stars fell on their faces; and, far off, 

The wild world halted—shook his burning mane ; 
Then, like a fresh-blown trumpet blast, went on, - 

Or like a god gone mad. Qn, on we flew, 

I and the spirit, far beyond all things 

Of measure, motion, time and aught create ; 

Where the stars stood on the edge of the first nothing, 
And looked each other in the face and fled,— 

Past even the last long starless void to God, 

Whom straight I heard, methought, commanding thus : 
Immortal! Iam God. Hie back to earth, 

And say to all, that God doth say—Love God ! 


LUCIFER. 
God visits men adreaming: I, awake. 
FUSTUS, i 


And my dream changed to one of general doom. 


Wilt hear it ? 
LUCIFER, 
Ay, say on! It is but a dream. 
FESTUS. 


God bade all mind and motion cease ; and, lo! 

The whole was death and peace. An endless time 
Obtained, in which the power of all inade failed, 

God bade the worlds to judgment, and they came— 
Pale, trembling, corpse-like. To the souls therein 

Then spake the Maker: Deathiless spirits, rise! 

And straight they thronged around the throne. His arm 
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The Almighty then uplift, and smote the worlds 
Once; and they fell in fragments like to spray, 

And vanished in their native void. He shook 

The stars from heaven like rain-drops from a bough; 
Like tears they poured adown creaticn’s face. 

Spirit and space were all things. Matter, death, 
And time, left even not a wake to tell 

Where once their track over being. God's own light, 
Undarkened and unhindered by a sun, 

Glowed forth alone in glory. And through all 

A clear and tremulous sense of God prevailed, 

Like to the blush of love upon the cheek, 

Or the full feeling lightening through the eye, 

Or the quick music in the chords of harps. 

God judged all creatures unto bliss or woe, 
According to their deeds, and faith, and His 

_ Own will: and straight the saved upraised a voice 
Which seemed to emulate eternity 

In its triumphant overblessedness. 

The lost leapt up and cursed God to His face— 

A curse might make the sun turn cold to hear; 

And thee, in all thy burning glory, tremble, 

In front of all thine angels, like a chord. 

Rage writhed each brow into a changeless scowl. 
Madly they mocked at God, and dared His eye, 
Safe in their curse of deathlessness. To Hell 

They hied like storms; and, cursing all things, each 
Soul wrapped him in his shroud of fire for aye, 

With one long loud how] which seemed to deafen Heaven— 
And then I woke. 


LUCIFER. 


A wild fantastic dream! 
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A mere mirage of mind! Come, let us leave : 
We have scen enough of this world. 


FESTUS, 


Lift me up, then! 
World upon world how they come rolling on! 
But none that I see are so fair as earth: 
There is so much to love that is purely earth. 
Now I could wander all day in a wood, 
Where nature, like a sibyl, writes the fate 
Of all that live on her red forest leaves ; 
And have no other aim than wandering 
Within that wood, and wind my arms around 
Its grey gaunt trunks, and think and feel to them ; 
While the wind, sinking, moans over the earth 
Like a giant over some dead captive dame, 
Whom death had saved from madness and his love,— 
Could tramp across the brown and springy moor, 
And over the purple ling, and never tire,— 
Could look upon the ripple of a river, 
Or on a tree’s long shadow down a hill, 
For a whole summer's day, wishing the sun 
Would drink my soul up to him as he draws 
Dew from the earth: these things are in my mind, 
And suns and svstems cannot drive them out. 
Dost ravage all these worlds ? 


LUCIFER. 


Ay, all mine own. 
Where spirit is, there evil; and the world 
Is full of me as ocean is of brine. 


FESTUS. 279 
FESTUS. 

God is all perfect; man, imperfect. Thou? 
LUCIFER. 

I am the imperfection of the whole— 

The pitch profoundest of the fallible. 

Myself the all of evil which exists— 

The ocean heaped into a single surge. 
. FESTUS. 

O God! why wouldst thou make the universe ? 
LUCIFER, 

Child! quench yon suns! strip death of its decay! 

Men of their follies! Hell of all its woe! 

These if thou didst, thou couldst not banish me. 

I am the shadow which creation casts 

From God's own light.—But here we are at Hell! 

Hark to the thunderous roaring of its fires! 

Yet ere we further pass—stop! dost thou shrink ? 


FESTUS, 


At nought—not I! Come on, fiend! follow me! 
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Scene— Hell, 
LucIFER anp FEstus. 


FESTUS. 
What numbers ! 
LUCIFER. 


All are spirits fallen through sin 
At various periods of eternity ; 
And not by one offence, to one same doom, 
And at one moment, did they down from Heaven 
Like tc the rapid droppings of a shower. | 
No! each distinct as thunderpeals, they fell. 
Once I alone was Hell. Behold my fruits! 


FESTUS. 


What do yondo? Some among them look like mortals : 
Their hearts shine through them like live coals through 
ashes. 


LUCIFER. 


‘ 


It is Hell’s sabbath when I come—Hell’s Hell. 
Behold they have a merry-making there. 


FESTUS. 


They look like madmen gone delirious. 
Oh! horror! let me go! 


FESTUS. ast 
LUCIFER. 
Nay, look at them. 
FESTUS. 
I cannot look on them—there are men among them. 
LUCIFER. 
But thou shalt listen—it is a merry strain. 


Fill the bowl! it burns but blackly ; 
Fill it up with living fire : 
Drunkard! hadst thou sipped as slackly 
As thou pourest—pour it higher! 
Then thou hadst ne’er with me been bound 
In Hell to dwell! | 
But let the burning health go round— 
Drunkard !—to Hell! 


Fill! it drinks but cold and leadly ; 
Fill it up with bubbling fire : 
Drink! ’tis nothing half so deadly - 
As thy soul when living, Liar! 
Or thou hadst ne’er with me been bound 
In Hell to dwell! | 
But let the burning health go round— 


Liar !—to Hell! 


Fill! it boils but sick and sadly ; 
Fill! some more immortal fire: 

Murderer! drain it quickly, madly, 
As the stab thou gav’st thy sire! | 
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Or thou hadst ne’er with me been bound 
In Hell to dwell! 


But let the burning health go round— 
Murderer !—to Hell! 


FESTUS. 
Oh! let me hence! now know I what Hell is. 
LUCIFER. 


Hear the finale—it is patriotic. 


And now ye all with me are bound 
In Hell to dwell; 

So Ict the burning health go round— 
A health to Hell! 


LUCIFER. 
It is a fire of soul in which they burn, 
And by which they are purified from sin— 
Rid of the grossness which had gathered round them, 
And burned again into their virgin brightness ; 


So that often the result of Hell is Heaven. 
Look at yon soul. 


FESTUS. 
What was it brought thee hither? 
SPIRIT. 


I was an angel once, ages agone ; 


FESTUS YSO 


But doing good and glorifying not 
God, who empowered me, he sent me here 
To fire the proud spot from my heart. 


FESTUS. 


And when 
Wilt thou do this, and own thou hast wronged Gud ? 


SPIRIT. 


I do repent me, and confess it now. 

I will not ask God now to let me be 

What once I was; but might I only sit 

A footstool for some other worthier far 

Who owneth now my throne, I should be happy— 
Far happier than I was in my proud prayers, 

That God would give me worlds on worlds to govern, 
And in receiving all their prayers and blessings. 

O God! remember me! O save me! 


FESTUS. : 
See! 
I do believe there is an angel coming 
This way from Heaven. 
SPIRIT. 
Ile comes to me! to mel 


ANGEL, 


Hail, sufterer ! 
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SPIRIT. 
Sisneet 
ANGEL. 


God hath bade me bring thee 
Away to Heaven; thy throne is kept for thee ; 
And all the hosts of Heaven are on the wing 
To welcome thee again! 


SPIRIT. 


I dare not come: 
I am not worthy Heaven. 


ANGEL. 


But God will make thee. 
- FESTUS. 


Spirit—farewell! and may we meet again 
In better time and place. 


SPIRIT. 


Glory to God! 
I go—farewell !—and I will speak of thee. 
But, oh! repent! Be humble, and despair not. 
[They rise. 


LUCIFER. 


Oh! think, when all are judged, what hosts of souls 
Will then be mine at last !—What wings of fire ! 


FESTUS. OS.) 
FESTUS. 
Look! who comes hither ? 
LUCIFER. 


It is the Son of God !— 
What dost thou here, not having sinned ? 


SON OF GOD. 


For men 
I bore with death—for fiends I bear with sin; 
And death and sin are each the pain I pay 
For the love which brought me down from Heaven to save 
Both men and devils; and if I have sinned, 
It is but in wishing what can never be— 
That all souls may be saved ; for it is wrong 
To wish what is not; as the Father makes 
And orders every instant what is best. 


FESTUS. 
o 


This is God’s truth: Flell feels a moment cool. 
SON OF GOD. 


Hell is His justice—Heaven is His love— 
Earth His long-suffering: all the world is but 
A quality of God; therefore come I 

To temper these—to give to Justice, mercy ; 
And to long-suffering, longer. Heaven is mine 
By birthright. Lo! Tam the heir of God: 
He hath given all things to me. I have made 
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The earth mine own, and all yon countless worlds, 
And all the souls therein; yea, soul by soul, 

And world by world, have I redeemed them all— 
One by one through eternity, or given 

The means of their salvation: why not, then, 


Hell ? 
FESTUS. 
Every spirit is to be redeemed. 
SON OF GOD. 


Mortal! it has: the best and worst need one 

And same salvation. ‘There is nothing final 

In all this world but God; therefore these souls 
Whom I see here, and pity for their woes— 

But for their evil more—these need not be 
Inhelled for ever ; for although once, twice, thrice, 
On earth or here they may have put God from then— 
Disowned His prophets—mocked His angels—slair: 
His Son in his mortality—and stormed ) 
His curses back to Him; yet God is such, 

That He can pity still; and I can suffer 

For them, and save them. Father! I fear not, 
But by Thy might I can save Hell from Hell. 
Fiends! hear ye me! Why will ye burn for ever ? 
Look! I am here all water: come and drink, 

And bathe in me! baptize your burning souls 

In the pure well of life—the spring of God. 

I come to save all souls who will be saved. 

Come, ye immortal fallen! rise again! 

There is a resurrection for the dead, 


And for the second dead. And though ye died, 


FESTUS. 


And fell, and fell again, and again died ; 
There is a life to come, a rise for all,—— 
A life to come for ever, and a rise 
Perpetual as the spring is in the year. 


A FIEND. 


Thou Son of God! what wilt thou here with us ? 
Have we not Hell enough without thy presence ? 
Remorse, and always strife, and hate of all, 

I see around me: is it not enough ? 

Why wilt thou double it with thy mild eyes? 


SON OF GOD. 

Spirit ! I come to save thee. 
FIEND. 
How can that he ? 
SON OF GOD. 

Repent! God will forgive thee then; and I 
Will save thee ; and the Holy one shall hallow. 
Repent thou, for thy judgment is at hand ; 
But if thou slurrest over these means and times, 
Which have been given thee for repentance here— 
Tremble! This Hell is nothing to thy next. 


Believest thou I can save thee ? 


FIEND. 


Son of God! 
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I do believe it. Let me worship! 


tyre it 

: Pa Pea a ct pe gd 
SON OF GOD. Le een oe ae 
: : 7 7 j : 
Come! : ee eee: 


Come to me! Let ! I will but touch thy brow, er ee 
And make thee bright as morning is in Heaven... _., .. 5 


be : 54 3 ’ ' “4 Ha i t Ds oe 
SPIRIT. t b. . 3.8 

ay ' t r a 

' r 

ee . ‘ ¢ i ae | 


Angel of light J am again! | Look here! ; 


"4 Pan cht | ay o¢ 
. ‘ : Poa 
This—this is to be saved! 
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Repent! and be all angels. ns 8 
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~ . Oh, believe ! ere ee a 

Ile is God. Worship Him !, He comes to save, eus! . 
BE ETE TEGO So ee ee a a am 
LUCIFER, en ree 

4 “4 eo? t : ae ow ot Ms 

Stand fist beside me: [ will speak to them; es oe 
Or sure they will believe him, Hell! oh Hell! ee 


Powers of perdition ! thrones of darkness !—hear! ee aa 
Wrath, ruin, torment \—hear me ! Iti is ]!. 
Thanks, fiends! I know ye hate me well, oa may. ba 
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I tempted, ruined, damned ye every one. 

Were ye not proud, now, to be conquered by me ? 
But wherefore so supine? Am I, your lord ? 

Me do ye doubt ? or dare ye Him believe ? 

What is an angel dressed in shiny white ? 

Can I not make ye angels? Ay! and more: 

I cannot make ye less—nor ye yourselves— 

Nor God—nor Son of God. But hark to me! 

Be still, ye thunderblasts and hills of fire ! 

Hell doth out-din itself.—Hell-hearted slaves ! 
What are ye that I thus should toil for ye ? 

Who hardly earn the fire that burns ye up ? 

Power I have proffered, but ye have refused : 
Nothing is for ye but your fiery fate. 

Kingdoms I have prepared, and ye have spurned. 
Slaves! slaves! ye are too much at ease! Ye leave 
Me single in the work of woe. _I, sole, 

Go forth to sow destruction: I, alone, 

Reap ruin. Had ye been as I, ere now 

The universe had been all Hell; and, for 

A pit, each fiend had had a world to rule. 

Rise! Yet we will play all Hell against all Heaven! 
Up! up! and then at once we will battle God ; 
And hurling each his orb against the throne, 
Strange if we will not scatter it like sand. 

To reign is nothing half like to dethrone! 
Dethrone! and each is greater then than God. 
What is an angel dressed in shiny white ? 

And will ye, then, give up your hopes of Heaven, 
And entrance as young conquerors fresh from spoil, 
And choice of thrones won by your death-red hands, 
For pitiful repentance, like him yonder ? 

Forbid it! all the prowess, pride and pain 

Of Hell that we have borne with! do ye not ? 
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Meanwhile man’s world is struicht to be destroyed. . 
Be glad! be glad! earth’s sons may soon be here $. 
And here, as earnest of the truth J tell, 


Behold this earthling standing by my side} , . ..., - 


Speak to them, Festus. | , 
FESTUS. 
ced 
Nay, I dread them. 


LUCIFER. 


a ©... Speak!» 


Great spirits! he scarce is worthy to address ye, 
In that I cannot say he yet is damned. . 


FESTUS, 


But Iam here: what recks it how or why ? 

Ye care not and I know not. Itis fate: i 
The will of God and him who scts me here ; 

And which I question not. HK must be good, 


Whether decreed that I be saved or lost. © «| 


But Ihave poor pretensions for this place ; 

And none, I hope, have worse that are to come. 
For I have never mocked the word of God, 

Nor torn it into fuel for my scorn: ' 

Nor doubted, saving tremblingly, His being :-— 
His love to man—nor His right to be adored,— _ 
Never have hated, never wronged my race,— 
Deluded nor rejoiced in their delusion; 

Never have beckoned off the good from good— - 
Never have mocked nor scattered hopes—nor ever 
Have wasted hearts, nor desol:ted hearths ; 

And if I have once, twice, as who hath not 2: ° 
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Toyed with temptation, yet even he will say 
Who standeth there, that I have never given 

Up to his burning dalliance my soul ? 

And yet he is my friend, the Evil one. 

And why is wondrous; judge ye wherefore, too! 
I have no malice, envy, nor revenge ; 

None of those petty passions which bad hearts 
Scourge red into themselves—for passions are 
Sufferings—and which to nourish is his want; 
Wherein doth lie his power: these I have not. 
And save enjoying earth, I have done never 
Aught that he could have part in. But he came 
From God, he said, to give; and I believed ;— - 
Great spirits lie not—doubt not. 


LUCIFER. : 


. He says truth. 
But it is not for him nor ye to know 
The reason of my doings: it is the thing 
Unfeared and unforethought which tempts, betrays. 
It is J who bait the world to do its will. 
As to this mortal, God hath sanctioned all 
That I have done, or may do to the end; | 
Which I have nought to do with. Son of God! . 
Go on redeeming !—I will go on damning. 
God! go on making !—-I will go on marring. 
Go on believing, man !—I go on tempting. 
Saint! angel! cherub! seraph! and archangel! 
Go ye on blessing !—I will go on cursing ! 
I now retrack my course to earth; therein 
To work out what remaineth of the fate | 
Of this man here, and wait his world’s destruction. 
What next may hap I care not. 
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FESTUS. 


Let us hence! 


LUCIFER. 


4 ‘ 
* oo 


Where is He? 


FESTUS. 


There! see ! many do believe. 


LUCIFER. 


a ik tees 


Well, we will leave Him to it, and it to Him. 


, 
£ t 


FESTUS. 29. 


Scene--C vlonnude and Lawn. 


Frestus AND Ciara. 
CLARA. 
What is it thou wilt tell me ? 
FESTUS. 
I have seen 


What ne’er again may be, nor e’er till now hath been. 


i ee 4.) oad . o¢° 
s @e. ,* bs ‘ 7 x ‘ re a a 


i oe CLARA. . 
Where didst thou see—and what ? 
FESTUS. - 


In space. He took me there, . 
Of whom I oft have told thee. Midst in air 
Was God. I'll tell thee that He told the spheres ; 
For the great family of the universe 
Round Him were gathered as a fire: but we 
Held back; and, saving God, none did us see. 


CLARA. 
Say on, love! Let me hear. 
FESTUS. 


A sound, then, first 
I heard as of a pent-up flood just burst : 
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It was the rush of God's world-winnowing wing ; 

Which bowed the orbs as flowers are bowed by breath of 
spring. 

And then a voice I heard, a voice sublime— t 

To which the hoarded thunders of all time ; 

Pealing earth’s death-knell shall a whisper be— st 

Saying these words— Where will ye worship me ? 

Ay, where shall be your Maker's holy place ? 7 

The Heaven of Heavens is poor before His face. | 

Ifow shall ye mete my temple, ye who die ? 

Look! can ye span your God’s infinity ? 

Hear, mighty universe, thy Maker's voice ! 

Let all thy myriad, myriad worlds rejoice ! 

Lo! I your Maker, do amid ye come, 

To choose my worship and to name my home. 

This heard each sphere; and all throughout the sky: 

Came crowding round. Our earth was rolling by, 

When God said to it—Rest! And fast it stood. — 

With voice like winds through some wide olden wood, | 

Thus spake the One again: behold, O Earth ! : 

Thy parent, God! it is I who gave thee birth. 

With all my love I did thee ence endow};  - wey 

With all my mercy—and thou hast them now. - - 

But hear my words ! thou never lovedst me well, 

Nor feardst my wrath: dreadst thou no longer Hell ?: 

Dreamest thou that guilt shall alway mock those fires? . 

That deathless death which Hell for aye expires ! 2 

Should all creation its rebellion raise, ee ee 

I speak, and this broad universe doth blaze— 

Pass like a dew-drop ‘neath mine angry rays— 

Blaze like the fat in sacrificial flame : | 

And that burned offering, when I come to claim, 

Its scorching, quenchless mass, all, I will pour 

Upon thy naked soul :—canst thou endure ? 
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He spake ; and, as the fear-fraught words flew past, 
Earth fluttered like a yellow leaf in their blast. ©: ¥ 
Am not I God? Answer me ! Hope not thou, 
Impenitent, to ward my righteous blow. 

Yet, come again! my proffered mercy hear! 

Rejoice and sing! sweet music in thine ear. ne 
And peace I speak: seek but to be forgiven: «©  .. | ~ 
Repent! and thou shalt meet thy God in Heaven.» 
Go! cleanse thy brow from blood, thy heart from crime, 
And on thy Saviour call while yet is time! =~! 

Now to this universe of pride and sim.) ot) J 
I speak, ere yet Icall mine angelsing ©. © « . « f 
Draw nigh! ye worlds,—and, lo! their light did seem | 
Before His eye paled to a peart’s dull beam. - 

Attend! said God-~o'er all He lift His hand.— 
Where will ye set my tent 2? where shall my temple stand ? 
And all were dumb. . Distraeting silence spread... | 
Throughout that host as each were stricken dead: ~ 

I made ye! I endowed ye! ye are mine! ae mg 
Then trembled out each orb: TFhine, God! for ever thine ! 
All that ye have, within myself have I; 

God, am complete; full inexhaustibly. . ae » 2 
I dwell within myself, and ye in me, 

Not in yourselves ; 1 have infinity. 2 eo ee 
The everything in all things ts my throne; 

Your might is my might, and your wealth mine own: 
"lis by my power and sufferance that ye shine: | 

I live in light and all your light is mine.. 

Be dark! said God, - Night was... Each glowing itis 
Dulled. Night seemed ever tiinng and ene 
Save that in utter space a feeble flare suid aes 
Told that the pits of Hell were sunken there. 

Shuddered in fear the universe the while, 

Till God again embraced it with a smile. - 
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And all things made were glad. Come now and hear, 
Ye worlds! said God, the truth I thus make clear: 
My words are mercy ; wherefore should ye fear ? 
And straight, obedient to his sacred will, 

One great concentrate globe they crowd to fill; 
Systems and suns pour forth their glowing urns; 
Full in the face of God the glory burns. 

Hearken thou host! thy trembling hope to raise, 
I to all Being thus make plain my ways :-— 

God, the creator, bade creation rise, 

And matter came in void like clouds in skies ; 
Lifeless and cold it spread throughout all space, 
And darkness dwelt and frowned upon its face: 
Chaos I bade depart this work of mine, 

And straight the mighty elements disjoin. 

Then light I lit; then order I ordained, 

And put the dance of atoms to an end. 

Matter I brake, and scattered into globes, 

And clad ye each in green and growing robes: 
Your sizes, places, forms, I fixed with laws, 

And wrought the link between effect and cause. 
Then formed I lives for each, which might inherit 
Will, reason, form, and power—not deathless spirit. 
Then I made spirits, things of Heavenly worth, 
Deathless, divine. Round these, from every earth, 
I gathered forms and features fit for love, 

Trust, pleasure, power, and all I could approve. 
To every spirit I disclosed my name, 

My love, my might, and whence all Being came: 
To deathless souls I righteously decreed 
Accountability for thought, word, deed. 

Then every orb complete, along the sky, 

In glory, beauty, order, harmony, 


FESTUS. IT 


Ilaunched.. Seuls, worlds did every thing possess 
Which eould a mortal and immortal bless. : 
To all the hepe of happier state was giver-— == 7” 


For all I keep one contmen bonndless Heaven. Sea 
Ye all have freedom, and yealldo sin, 0 
For ye are cregtures:.but'ye allmay wig tt” 
Life everlasting—everladting.foy, © 600) cei sof board 
If ye do but. the dove of sin. destroy>:: 0 vos) itl 
This only is offence; for sia ye. must. » ona S hatter eee) 


Not by my will; but weakness:dwells! with:dust: . 2G oiaties 
Unless ye have.sinned ye cannot ebter Heaven...) / 
How shall a sinless creature. be fongiven? 005: od 


And by forgiveness only.cam ye-chim. rev coe 8! 
Hope in my mercy, trust. tpotimy ndmey on? 
I knew that ye would all to sin be giveny 9 nl. 
But I, even God, have.pald_ ybur price.to Heaven: 7 
And if ye will not joarney on:that way— : --: re ee 
The truth—the life—what-do ye merit? say!.<°9. J teste. 
Death is the gate of life, and sin; of bliss: = =.’ 
Mark the dread truth! but maui your.deeds anriss.. - . f 
Cast off your guilt! abandon folly’s path!) -) 7. 
Turn to the Lord your God ere Hell His wrath! = © 3 
Turn from your madgeas, wicked-ones, and. live! .. i.“ 
Take, take the bliss whigh. God alone can: give..i. 0: 15. «i 
God, the Creator, me-all beings own-H 
God, the Redeemer, I. wil} still-he knowne— 500 5. 


God, too, the Judge-+-the, dach--the- ee ied ee 
Again the Everlasting abel eeh seg pent eee we 
To bless or curse I anx Onanipetent... Serres . 
And what art thou, created. being ?: Round » | 
That world of worlds His arm.the Almghty saul a 
The bright immensity He. raised, and pressed,. 

All trembling like a babe, unto: His-byeast, 

There, in the Father's bosom rose again, 
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Of filial love, the universal strain; 

Strong and exultant—blissful, pure, sublime, 
It rolled, and thrilled, and swelled in notes unknown to time. 
Think ye that I, who thus do ye maintain; 

Thus alway cherish ye, or all were vain ; 

Ye all would drop into your native void, 

If by my hand ye were not held and buoyed: 

Think ye that I cannot uphold in Heaven, 

In righteous state, the souls I have forgiven? 

Is this a weightier task ? with God, ‘tis one : 

To guide a sunbeam or createasun— . .,_-- , 
To rule ten thousand, thousand worlds or none. 

Go, worlds! said God, but learn, ere ye depart, ss,’ 
My favoured temple is an humble heart ; . ) ! 
Therein to dwell I leave my loftiest skies— 

There shall my holy of all holies rise ! 

He spake; and swiftly, reverent to Fis will, 

Sprang each bright orb on high its sphere to fill. 

Glory to God! they chanted as they soared— ' 

Father Almighty! be Thou all-adored. - 
Thou art the glory—We, Thine universe, | 
Serve but abruad Thy lustre to disperse! 

Unsearchable, and yet to all made known! 

The world at once Thy kingdom and Thy throne— 

Pity us, God! nor chase us quite away | : 
Before Thy wrath, as night before the day. 

In Thee, our God, we live; from Thee we came— 

The feeble sparks of Thine eternal flame. __ 

Thy breath from nothing filled us all at first, | 

And could again as soon the bubble burst. | 

In Thee, like motes in the sunbeam, do we move ; 

Glow in Thy light and gladden in Thy love. 

And midst this praise, Earth was the only one 

Sullen remained in that grand union 


FESTUS. aod 
Of joy and harmony. Word spake she none. 


CLARA. 


1 


Earth only had been chidden. 
RESius: 


ee. a ~Notalone. 30) 05 fu 4 
High o’er all height, God gat upon His throne. «© |: 
Downwards He bent: and, asa grain of sand, 
He lifted up our globe. Then from His Hand, ©. . } 
As 'twere in pity, bowled the ingrate sphere, = © i 
Which rushed like ruin down its dark career, | |: 
And hich the air’s ‘blue billows rolled and sw elled - 
On many an island world mine eye beheld.) © 5): 
- mo ee Saad 
 % CRARAGS: % = gud: p52 
And where and what is he, this mighty friend, , .. . 
Who to thee, human, thus his might doth lend? ; ! 
Who bore thee harmless, as thou sayst, through space, 
And brought thee front before thy Maker's face ?. 


eS doa 
i. 
hot ‘ to? 


FESTUS, 


Fal 


I know not where he is. ‘It is but at times 

That he is with me: but he aye sublimes 

His visits thus, by lending me his might ‘°° °°! 
O'er things more bright than day, more deep than night.” 
And he obeys me—whether good or ill’ ’ - a 
His or my object, he obeys me still: nee 


a re 


oy ae CLARA. =. 


O Festus ! cane thee to baw ais ee 


O00 FESTUS. 
Lest thus the Evil one thy soul ensnare. 
FESTUS, 


What! may not a free spirit have preferred 
A mortal to his heart—as thou thy bird 
Lovest, because it singeth of the sky, 
Although it is as far below thy soul 

As I ‘neath an archangel’s majesty ? 

God will protect the atom as the whole, 


CLARA. 


Him, then, I pray: the spirit, full, must share 

The truths it feels with God Himself in prayer. 

So guide us God, in all our works and ways, 

That heart may feel, hand act, mouth shew Thy p praise ! 
That when they mect, who love; and, when they part, 
Ikach may be high in hope, and pure in heart : 

That they who have seen, and they who have but heard 
Of Thy great deeds, may both obey Thy word! 
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Scene—A Drawing Room. 
Testus anp ELIssa. 
FESTUS. 


"Who says he loves and is not wretched, lies ; | 

Or that love is madness, came mad from his mother ; 
It is the most reasonable thing in nature. 

What can we do but love? It is our cup. 

Love is the cross and passion of the heart— 

Its end—its errand. Inthe name of God! 

What was it made us love, Elissa? | 


ELISSA. _ 


r 


pa | | I know not. 
I am not happy: I have wept all day. 


FESTUS. 
\ 

It was thine own fault. What wouldst thou have of me? 
I tell thee—no: I cannot tell thee ; cannot. 
I tell thee we must—nay, now, do not—do not ! 
I cannot bear those tears. Thou knowest I love thee— 
Worship thee: oh! it’s a world more than worship— 
The cold obeisance which we give to God. 
Elissa! turn to me. 


ELISSA. 


Nay, go away! 
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I know what thou wouldst say. I cannot—go* 
FESTUS. 


Nay, but I will. I tell thee I do love thee. 
And did but dream thou lovedst him—not me. . 
Forgive me! I will never think so more. 


ELISSA’ 
It was thou who saidest that thou lovedst me, first. 
FESTUS. 
But why believe me ? pata BB alle ae 4 
ELISSA.: 


Why? because I loved thee ; 
Nor thought, till now, thou couldst belie thy love. | 
I tell thee that I love not him but thee. 
I loved him once—I cannot love him now. 


FESTUS. ‘ 


Thou hadst no —) no eee to have loved me. - 
One loved thee well. eae, te Sa Oe . 
ae) ee ee Ya pes 
ELISSA. ' .. j 


B 
14 


| sould not help his loving 
Me; nor my loving thee. It was our fate. 


: ] t ti 
FESTUS. | ; 


Then fate hath feed the passion for out death— 


FESTUS. | mn OP 
And we are sold. 
ELISSA. 


_, Well, let us die together ! 
Together we will quit our bodies here— 


FESTUS, 

Together we will go to God and judgment. 
ELISSA. 

Festus! I will—I can love none but thee. 
FESTUS. 

Thou must not! — 


ELISSA. 


But I must—I cannot help it. 
Look at me! heart and arms, I am thine own! 
Thou knowest I am and have been. Wilt not love me? ; 
Festus ! mine own and only! wilt thou not ? 
Have I done nothing, suffered and abandoned 
Nothing for thee? Oh! I was happy once; 
Ere I knew thee. Why wast thou kind to me ? 
Cruelly kind ; or this had never been. 
But now thou mayst be cruel if thou wilt. 
Hate me! still I am thine: disgrace me, thine! 
Desert me! no! thou canst not. I am thine, 
Iam! look at me, Festus! look at me! 
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I am half blind with weeping; and mine eyes 
Have not a tear left in them. But I know 

How it will end. Thou wilt leave me as I an— 
Loveless and lonely. 


FESTUS. 
Nay, not so; my love 


Shall aye be with thee, and my soul with both. 
But we must part! Think that I come again. 


ELISSA. 


Not be again with thee! nor thou with me! 
It is too much. God! thou art tco hard on me! 
Slay me at once. Let me go mad or die. 


FESTUS. 


Live mine Elissa! and thou shalt live with me, 


And I will love thee ever as I now love! 
Wilt thou ? 


ELISSA. 


Oh! make me happy! say I may 
Believe thee. 


FESTUS. 
May ? Thou must. 
ELISSA. 


Say it again! 
I cannot know too often of my bliss. 
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But dost thou love me? tell me! wilt thou love me? 


FESTUS, 


Since I have known thee I have done nought else. 

All hours not spent with thee are blanks between stars. 
I love thee! love thee! love thee! madly love thee! 
Oh! thou hast drank my heart dry of all love! 

It will be empty to aught after thee. 

Come, dry thine eyes. Blessings on those sweet eyes ! 
By Heaven! they might a moment win the glance 

Of any seraph gazing not on God. 


ELISSA. 


No wonder they drew thine. There is a tear! © 
FESTUS. 


Ay; strange and startling is the first hot tear 

That we have shed, for years ; and which hath lain 
Like to a water-fairy in the eye’s 

Blue depths; spell-bound in the socket of the soul. 
Death brought it not; pain brought it not; nor shame; 
Nor penitence; nor pity; nor despair: | 
Nothing but love could. For a fearful time 

We can keep down the floodgates of the heart, 

But we must draw them sometime; or it will burst 
Like sand this brave embankment of the breast, 

And drain itself to dry death. " When pride thaws— 
Look for floods! 


ELISSA. 


Now, thou wilt be very kind 
aR 
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When next we meet? Our time will soon be gone. 


FESTUS. 


I cannot think of time :—there is no time! 

Time! time! J hate thee—with the hate of hell 
For aught that’s good—but thou art infamous. 

I will give thee half my nnmortality 

To keep back for one hour. Leave me, to-night ; 
And wither me, to-morrow, like a weed ! 


ELISSA. 


Where is he now ? 


FESTUS. 
In Hell,— I hope. 
ELISSA. 


What meanst thou ? 
He wrouged thee never. Say! when cometh he? 


FESTUS, 


To night. 
ELISSA. 


He comes to sever us, like fate. 
But shall he part us? 


FESTUS. 


Never! Let him part 
The sun in two, first. 


FESTUS 207 
ELISSA. 


It was alway thus: 
I am made to make unhappy all around me. 


FESTUS. 


I will not hear of thy being wrong,—it is I! 
I am the false usurper. And since one, 
Out of the three, must be a sacrifice, 

Let it be me! It shall be. 


ELISSA. 


Thou didst swear, 
Even now, to love me ever. 


FESTUS. 


Be it so. 
I have sworn—and now and then I keep my oath— 
I will not give thee up, so save me, God ! 
I love thee, and I know thee too, too much 
To let another hardly look on thee. 
And yet I would that it were otherwise. 


ELISSA. 


Oh! we have been too happy! have we not? 
But now I think of it, we might have known 
It could not last. Woe follows bliss as close 
As death does life—as naturally, may be. 
We might have thought-— 


FESTUS. 


I never thought about it. 
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My love! Elissa! ah, how cold thy hand is! 
Here—warm it on my heart. Nay, let it be! 
The hand that is on the heart is on the soul. 
And it is thus some moments take the wheel, 
And steer us through eternity. Believe me, 
Could I but crowd life, love too, in one throb, 
I would beat it out, this moment, in thy hand, 
And would die blessing. 


ELISSA. 


Give me my hand back! 


FESTUS. 


My sweet one! if this heart hath warmed thy hand, 
It hath not beaten in vain—it but returns | 
A pleasure, and a passion, and a power: 

For oft at touch of thine this bosom burns. 


ELISSA. 


Love hath no end except itself. We only 
Felt we loved and were happy. 


FESTUS. 


Ah! It was so. 
ELISSA. 


Our sole misfortune is, we have been happy: 
We never shall be happy here again. 


FESTUS. 


Nay! say not so! Jet us be happy now! 
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Happy? To fling aside thy wavy locks, 

And feed mine eyes on thy white brow—to look 

Deep in thine eyes till I feel mine have drank 

Full of that soft wet fire which floats in thine— 

Eyes which I never would leave—yet when most near, 
Then most astray I—oh! to lay my cheek 

Upon thy sweet and swelling bosom thus ; 

Where midst upon the beanty of thy breast, 

Sits Love, like God between the cherubin— 

To crop the red budding kisses from thy lips— 

To name thee, make thee, but one moment, mine— 
Delights me more than all that earth can lend 

The good, or bad ; or Heaven can give the saved. 
One long wild kiss of sunny sweets, till each 

Lack breath, the lips half bleed, and, come—thou knowest! 
I ask but one such—let it last for ever! 


ELISSA, 
Now, Festus! this is wrong. 
FESTUS. 


What ?—what is wrong ? 
Shall my blood never bound beneath beauty’s touch, 
Heart throb, nor eye thaw with hers—when her tears 
Drop, quick and bright, upon the glowing brow 
Plunged in her bosom—because, forsooth, it is wrong ? 
Let it be wrong! it is wrong, it is wretchedness 
That I would lose both sense and soul to suffer. 


ELISSA. 


Flow dare we love each other as we do ? 
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So 


FESTUS. 
FESTUS. 


Give me some wine! more—more, love! 


ELISSA. 


Drink and drain 
The bowl]! the vintage of a hundred years 
Would never slake the memory of shame ; 


Nor quench the thirst of folly. 


FESTUS. 


Fill again ! 
My beauty ! sing to me, and make me glad. 
Thy sweet words drop upon the ear as soft 
As rose-leaves on a well: and I could listen, 
As though the immortal melody of Heaven 
Were wrought into one word—that word a whisper— 
That whisper all I want from all I love. | 


ELISSA, 


YI am not happy and I cannot sing. 
Thou lookest happy. I wish I were so. 


FESTUS, 


They tell us that the body of the sun 

Is dark, and hard, and hollow ; and that light 

Is but a floating fluid veiling him. 

Ah! how oft, and how much, the heart is like him! 
Despite the electric light it lives and hides in. 


FESTUS oll 


SERVANT. 
A sitiaer who was told to come is here. 
FESTUS. 
Wilt hear him ? 
ELISSA. 
Yes, love—gladly. 
FESTUS. 


Shew him in. 
What have you there ? 


SINGER. ~ 
Oh! I think, everything. 
FESTUS. 


Well, anything will be enough this once. 
The last new song ? 


SINGER. 


Certainly ; here it is. 
[ Sings. 

Oh! Ict not a lovely form 

With feeling fill thine eye! 
Oh! let not the bosom warm 

At love-lorn lady’s sigh ! 
For how false is the fairest breast ! 

How little worth, if true! 
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FESTUS. 


And who would wish possessed, 
Whazc all must scorn, or rue ? 
Then pass by beauty with looks above; 
Oh! seek never—share never woman's love! 


Oh! let not a planet-like eve 
Imbeam its tale on thine! 
In truth ’tis a lie—though a lie 
Scarce less than truth divine. 
And the light of its look on the young 
Is wildfire with the soul; 
Ye follow and follow it long, 
But find nor good nor goal. 
Then pass by beauty with looks above ; 
Oh! seek never—share never woman’s love ! 


ELISSA. 


Methinks I must have heard that voice before. 


And I. 


FESTUS, 


ELISSA. 


Where ? 


FESTUS. 


I forget. 
ELISSA. 


And so do I. 
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FESTUS. 


SINGER. 


Oh! let not a wildering tongue | 
Weave bright webs o’er thine ear ! 
Nor thy spirit be said nor sung 
To the air of smile or tear. 
And say it hath melody far 
More than the spheres of Heaven, 
Though to man and the Morning star 
They sang, Ye be forgiven! 
Yet pass by beauty with looks above ; 
Oh! seek never—share never—-woman’s love ! 


Oh ! let not a soft bosom pour 
Itselfin thinet It is vain. 
Love cheateth the heart, oh! be sure, 
Worse even than wine the brain. 
Then snatch up thy lip from the brim, 
Nor drain its dreamlike death ; 
For Love loves to lie down and dim 
The bright soulwith his breath. 
Then pass by beauty with looks above; 
Oh! seek never—share never—woman’s love! 


FESTUS, 


Come hither, man! I wish to look at thee, 
A moment. No! it can’t be. Yet I have seen 
Some one much like thee. 


ELISSA. 


It was a brother may be? _ 
, ) 28 
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SINGER. 
I have none, lady. Have ye done with me ? 
FESTUS, 
Yes—go! and we will take your song of you. 
SERVANT. | 
Here, follow me! | [They go. 
FESTUS. 


Weeping again, my love ? 
Thou art, by turns, the proudest and the humblest 
Creature I ever met with. The least thing 
Dints thy soft heart. Come, cheer up, sweet one—do! 
Oh! if to say, I love, laid all the sins 
Of all the worlds upon me, I would say it 
Till I was out of breath: and will, till I die. 


ELISSA. 


If Love be blind, it must be by his tears ; 
For love and sorrow alway come together— 
Love with his sister, sorrow, by the hand. 


FESTUS. 


Nay, I will conquer thce again to smile, 

Or lose my right to love thee. Let me kneel! 
Come! I will have no other gods but thee; 

To none but thee will I bow down and worship ; 
Thy bosom is mine altar; and thine eyes 

Are the Divinity that preys upon me. 


FESTUS, 


Oh! cruel as the week-day gods of old, 
Thou wilt have human victims; not content 
With tears and kisses—fire and water—thou 
Wilt have the subtler element of life ; 

Thou needs must live on immortality! 
Here—take me then! I offer up myself 

A sacrifice to thee. 


ELISSA. 


Thou foolish boy ! 
Where will thy passionate folly end? I love thee. 


FESTUS, 


Well then, let me conjure thee! let me swear 

By some sweet oath that shall to both be holy :— 
By arms which hold, by knees which worship thee ! 
By that dark eye, the dark divine of beauty, 

Yet trembling o’er its lid all tears and light— 
Glory and eye of eyes which yet have shone! 

By this lone heart which longeth for a mate! 

By love’s sweet will, and sweeter way! by all 

I love! by thyself, myself! let me, let me, , 
Let me—but draw the lightning from thine eye ;— 
Kisses are my conductors: do not frown! 

Nor look so temptingly angry! I was but trifling. 


ELISSA. 
Thou lovest one whom thou oughtst not to love. 
FESTUS. 


And what of that? Love hath its own helief— 
Own worship—own morality—own laws : 
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And it were better that all love were sin 

Than that love were not. It must have by-laws— 
Exceptions to the rules of earth and Heaven— .- 
For it means not the good it doth nor ill. 


ELISSA. 
It is wrong—it is unjust—unkind. 
FESTUS, 


It is. 
But I am half mad and half dead with it. 
I have loved thee till I can love nought beside. 
My heart is drenched with love as with a cloud. 
I have too much of life that I scarce can live. 
I hate all things but thee—shun men, like snakes— 
Women, like pits. ‘To me thou art all woman! 
All life! all love, and more than all my kind. 
I love thee more than I shall love and look for 
Death if he takes thee from me. But who dreams 
Of death and thee together ? 


ELISSA. 


I do oft : 


And as eft wish dreams would, for once, come true. 
FESTUS. 


Nay, thou shalt live for ever, and with me. 

l have gone round the compass of all life, 

And can find nought worthy of thee. I but feel, 
That were I—as I ought to be—a god, 

I would just sacrifice the sun to thee, 


FESTUS 


In bright and burning honour of thy love. 
Miracles are not miracles with gods. 


ELISSA. 


Dearer thou canst not be to me, unless 
I die in telling how dear. 


FESTUS. 


My Elissa! 
I—I am bewildered: open but thine arms! 
And make me happy and all wise of thee. 
My soul is stung with thy beauty to the quick. 
Oh! but thou art too good, or else too bad: 
Be colder or be warmer ! 


ELISSA. 
Leave me! 


FESTUS. 


Well: 
It is most cruel—first, to light the heart 
With love completely—boundlessly ; and then, 
Moonlike, slowly to edge aside, and leave 
One only little line of all so bright, 
Once—teach and unteach—nay, to use more arts 
Than would outdo the Devil of his throne, 
To make us ignorant of all we know := 
To take the heart to pieces carefully— 
For it is love alone can build the heart— 
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To root the tree up beneath whose shade we have lived, 


And give us back a sliver, Let it die! 
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ELISSA. 


Hark! he is coming. 


FESTUS. 


No! He cannot come. 
For I have driven an oath into his heart, 
And I have hung a curse about his neck 
Might sink the Prince of Air into the centre. 


ELISSA, 
All I have done, I have done to save ourselves. 
FESTUS. 


Then let us perish! But unless we sin 

We cannot perish. Have! Have! cries a voice, 
As of a crowd, within me. I would do aught 

To throw this dark desire which wrestles with me. 
It answers not to hold it at arms-length : 

It must be hurled, dashed, trampled down.—I can't. 
Lady! how long am I to love thee thus ? 

Never did angel love its Heaven; nor God 

Man, as I thee. 


ELISSA. 


I feared how it would end. 
Can nothing less than sinning sate the soul ? 
Can nothing but perdition serve to nest 
Our hearts, after so sweet a flight of love ? 


FESTUS. 


The might and truth of hearts is never shewn 
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But in loving those whom we ought not to love— 
Or cannot have. The wrong, the suffering is 
Its own reward. 


‘ELISSA. 


Let me not wrong thee Festus. 
Let me not think I have thought too well of thee. 
Be as thou wast! What will become of us? 


FESTUS. 


Be mine! be me! be aught but so far from me! 
Give me thyself! It is not enough for me, 

That I have gazed and doted on thee till 

Mine eye is dazzled and my brain is dizzied : 
Thou must exhaust all senses; not enough 
That in long dreams my soul hath spread itself 
Like water over every living line 

Or this sweet make, dreaming thou wast all lips ; 
Nor that it now sinks in the face of thee, 

Like a sea-sunset, hot and tired with the long, 
Long day of love ;—it is not enough. I must 
Have more—have all! For I have sworn to fill 
Mine arms with bliss—thus—thus—thus! 


ELISSA. 


Festus ! 


LUCIFER. 


Friend ! 
Did ye not know me? = It was I who sang. | 


n20 FESTUS. 
ELISSA. 
It was he! 
FESTUS, 
Thou— 


LUCITER. 


Hush! thou art not to utter what 
Iam. Bethink thee; it was our covenant. 
I said that I would see thee once again. 


ELISSA. 


Thou didst: and I must thank thee. 


LUCIFER. 


Hear me now ! 
Thou knowest well what once I was to thee: . 
One who for love of one I loved—for thee— 
Would have done or borne the sins of all the world: 
Who did thy bidding at thy lightest look; 
And had it been to have snatched an angel's crown 
Of her bright brow as she sat singing, throned, 
I would have cut these heartstrings that tie down, 
And let my soul have sailed to Heaven, and done it— 
Spite of the thunder and the sacrilege, 
And laid it at thy feet. I loved thee, lady! 
I am one whose love was greater than the world’s, 
And might have vied with God’s ; a boundless ring, 
All pressing on one point—that point thy heart. 
And now—but sball I call on my revenge ?— 


FESTUS. ot 


It is at hand in armies. Thou art a woman; 
And that is saying the best and worst of thee. 

I know that vengeance is the part of God: 

And can make myself Alinighty for the moment. 
For what? for nothing. Thou art utter nothing. 
Thus it was always with me when with thee; 
And I forget my purpose and my wrongs, 

In looking and in loving. But I hate thee. 

To say that thou didst love me! Curse the air 
That bore the sound to me! Forgive me, God! 
If I blaspheme, it is not at Thee, but her. 

I would not believe her were she saved in Heaven! 
There is no blasphemy in love but doubt ; 

No sin, but to deceive. 


FESTUS, ’ 


Then is she sinless. 
She loved thee first—then me. What wouldst thou more? 
Thy heart's embrace, though close, was snake-like cold ; 
And mine was warm, and what is more, was welcome. 


LUCIFER. 


Patience! I spake not, cared not, thought not, of thee.— 
Now I forgive thy having loved another ; 

And I forgive—but never mind it now; 

I have forgiven so much, there is nothing left 

To make more words about: but, for the future, 

I will as soon attempt to entice a star 

To perch upon my finger; or the wind 

To follow me like a dog, as think to keep 

A woman's heart again. Answer me not! 

Let me say what I have to say and go. 
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Thou art all will and passion; that is thine 
Excuse and condemnation. 


ELISSA. 


While that will 
Was love to thee, J saw no harm, nor thou. 
And if my heart hath gained, it was not I 
Who put it on; nor could help it going wrong. 


LUCIFER,. 


Oh! I have heard, what rather than have heard, 

I would have stopped mine ears with thunder; words, 
That have gone singing through my soul, like arrows 
Through the air. | 


ELISSAs 
I never will defend myself. 
For I despise defence like accusation— . 
And now look down on them and thee together. 


LUCIFER. 


Now let us part, or I shall die of wrath. 
Be my estrangement perfect as my love! 


ELISSA. 
Part then ! 
LUCIFER. 


Thank God it is for eternity ! 


FESTUS. Bde 
‘ ELISSA. 
Ido. Away! 
LUCIFER. 
Festus! I wait for thee. 
FESTUS, 


Come, thou art not the first deccived in love; 
Yet love is not so much love as a dream, 
Which hath, it seems, like guerdon with the thing— 
The staring madness when we wake and find 
That what we have loved, must love, is not that 
We meant to love. Perhaps I profited 
Too much by thy good lessons. Go! I follow. 
[Lucifer goes. 
Forgive me, love, for having brought this on thee! 


ELISSA,. 


The love which giveth all, forgiveth aught. 

' And thou art more to me than earth or Heaven. 
They have but given life: thou gavest me love, 
The lord of life—thou, my life! love, and lord ! 
Take me again! my kindest—dearest—best ! 
Him who hath gone I never loved like thee. 
There was a desolation in his eye 

I could not brook to look on ; for it seemed 

As though it ate the light out of mine own. 

I think that thou dost love me. 


FESTUS. 


And I think, 
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For perfect love there should be but one god— 
One worshipper. 


ELISSA. 


We know the gods of old 
Worshipped each other—equal Deities. 
For the sweet poets surely spake the truth 
About the gods; they dare not speak but truth. 


FESTUS. 


Who but thyself would speak of poetry, 

While thou art by ? who art the very breathing 
Reauty which bards may seek ideally. 

And dost thou, then, believe the gods of old— 
Those toys and playthings of an infant world ? 


ELISSA. 


If I do not believe, I do not scorn them. 

Nay, I could mourn for them and pray for them. 
I can scorn nothing which a nation’s heart 

Hath held, for ages, holy: for the heart 

Is alike holy in its strength and weakness: 

It ought not to be jested with, nor scorned. 

All things, to me, are sacred that have. been. 
And though earth, like a river, streaked with blood, 
Which tells a long and silent ‘tale of death, 

May blush her history and hide her eyes, 

The past is sacred—it is God's: not ours. 

Let her and us do better if-we can. 


FESTUS. 


There are whole veins of diamonds in thine eyes, 


ao” 


FESTUS. rod 


Might furnish crowns for all the Queens of earth. 
Oh! I could sooner set a price on the sun, 

_ My love, than on thy lightest look. Look on me! 
Speak! if it only be to say thou wilt not. 

Look! I would rather look on thee, one minute, 
Than paradise, for a whole day—such days 

As are in Heaven. I love thee more and more. 


ELISSA. 


To love, and say we love—to suck the sting 
Out of the heart, and put its poison on 
The tongue. - 


FESTUS. 


_ Yet it is luxury to feel 
Inflamed—to glow within ourselves, like fire-opals. 
Now, stay thy pretty little tuneful tongue, 
Nor silver o'er thy syllables! They will not 
Pass. No, not one more word! I must away; 
I have staid too long, already, for my word. 


ELISSA. 

I cannot part with thee: nay, sit again! 

Parted from thee I feel like one half riven, 

And my soul acheth to spring to—as thus ! 
FESTUS. 

There ! let me go, love! let me loose these arms. 


Another time and, ah! well—never mind ! 
We shall be happier—I know we shall. 
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Thou hast been mine—thou art mine—and thou shalt be! 


ELISSA. 


My life is one long loving thought of thee. 
If any ask me what I do, I could say 
I love, and that is all. 


FESTUS. 


It is enough. 
One kiss!a nother! one more—there! farewell!  [Goes. 


ELISSA. 


And he is gone! and the world seems gone with him. 
Shine on, ye heavens! why can ye not impart 

Light to my heart? Have ye no feeling in ye ? 

Why are ye bright when I am so unhappy ? 

But oh! I would not change my woes for thrice 

The bliss of others, since they are for thee, love. 
Our very wretchedness grows dear to us 

When suffering for one we love. Sweet stars! 

I cannot look upon your loveliness 

Without sadness, for ye are too beautiful ; 

And beauty makes unhappy: so men say. 

Ye stars! it is true—we read our fate in ye. 

Bright through all ages are ye not happy there ? 
With years, many as your light-rays are ye not 
Immortal? Space-pervading, oh! ye must be, 
Spirit-like, infinite. All-being God! 

Who art in all things, and in whom all are !— 

And it is thus we worship Thee the most ; 

When heart to heart with one we love we are gods. ;— 
Let us believe that if Thou gavest earth 
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FESTUS. ap 


For our bodies, then the stars were for our souls ; 
For perfect beauty and unbounded love! 

Let us believe they Jouok upon us here 

As their inheritors, and save themselves 

For us, as we for ‘Thee, and Thou for all! 


328 FESTUS. 


Scene—Garden and Bower by the Sea. 
ELISSA alone. 


Come, Festus, let me think on thee, my love! 
And fold the thought of thee unto my soul, 
Until it fills it, and is one with it. 

Ah! these poor arms are far from where they should be; 
And this heart farther still. Mine only love! 
Why art thou thus so long away from me? 
Ihave whispered it unto the southern wind 

And charged it with my love: why should it not 
Carry that love to thee as air bears light ? 

And thou hast said I was all light to thee. 

The stars grow bright together, and for aye, 
Lover-like, watch each other; and though apart, 
Like us, they fill each other’s eyes with love 
And beauty: and mine only fill with tears. 

Oh! life is less than nothing without love! 

And what is love without the embrace of love ? 

I would give worlds for one more, ere I die. 
Festus ! come to me! I do think I am dying. 
Let me bequeath my life to thee, that so, 

In doubling thine, I may live alway with thee ! 

I know that I am dying. It is my heart 

Which makes me live that kills me. But I want 
To see him ere I do die. Oh! he will come! 
He must know how I love him. It is long— 
Long since I saw him: I am ill with waiting. 
And I will fancy him coming to me now— 

Now he is thinking of me, loving me— 


FESTUS. oo 


He sees me—flies to me, half out of breath— 

His hand is on my arm—he looks on me— 

And puts my long locks backwards—God! Thy ban 
Lies upon waking dreams. To weep and sleep— 
Dream—wake, and find one’s only one hope false,— 
Is what we can bear, for we do endure it, 

And bear with Heaven still. Just one year ago, 

I watched that large bright star where it is now :— 
Time hath not touched its everlasting lightning, 
Nor dimmed the glorious glances of its eye— 

Nor passion clouded it—nor any star 

Eclipsed—it is the leader still of Heaven. 

And I who loved it then, can love it now ; 

But am not what I was, in one degree. 

Calm star! who was it named thee Lucifer, | 
From him who drew the third of Heaven down withhim? , 
Oh! it was but the tradition of thy beauty ! 

For if the sun hath one part, and the moon one, 
Thou hast the third part of the host of Heaven— 
Which is its power—which power is its beauty ! 


LUCIFER. 
It was no tradition, lady, but of truth! 
ELISSA. | 
I thought we parted last to see 4 more. 
| LUCIFER. 
It was so, lady; but it is not so. 
| ELISSA. 


Am I to leave, or thou, then ? 
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LUCIFER. 


Neither, yet. 
I mean that thou shouldst fear me and obey. 


ELISSA. 
And who art thou that I should fear and serve 2 
LUCIFER. 


I am that star! as once before I told thee, 
Though thou wouldst not believe me, but I am 

A spirit, and a star—a power—an ill 

Which doth outbalance being. Look at me! 
Am I not more than mortal in my form ? 

Millions of years have circled round my brow 
Like worlds upon their centres ;—still I live ; 
And age but presses with a halo’s weight. 

This single arm hath dashed the light of Heaven ; 
This one hand dragged the angels from their thrones :— 
Am I not worthy to have loved thee, lady ? 
Thou mortal model of all Heavenliness ! 

And yet I have abandoned all these spoils, 
Cowered my powers, and becalmed my course, 
And stooped from the high destruction of the skies 
For thee, and for the youth who loveth thee— 
And is lost with thee: ye are both, both—lost ! 
Thou hast but served the purpose of the Fiend. 
And thou art but the vessel of the sin 

Whose poison hath made drunk a soul to death ; 
And he hath drunk; and thou art useless now. 
And it is for this I come; to bid thee die! 
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ELISSA. 


I said that I was dying. God is good. 

The heavens grow darker as they grow the purer ; 
And both, as we do near them; so, near death, 
The soul grows darker and diviner, hourly. 

Could I love less I should be happier ! 

But it is alway to that mad extreme, 

That death alone appears the fitting finish 

To bliss like that my spirit presses for. 


LUCIFER. 


Thy death shall be as gentle as thy life. 

I will not hurt thee, for I loved thee once. 

And thy sweet love, upon my burning breast, 

Fell like a snowflake on a fevered lip. 

Thy soul shall pass out of thee like a dream. 

One moment more, and thou shalt wake in heaven! 


ELISSA. 


I ever thought thee to be more than mortal. 

And if thou art thus mighty, grant me this !— 
Since now we love no more—as friend to friend— 
Bring him I love, one moment, ere I die. 


LUCIFER. 


Thou judgest well; [am all but almighty. 

And I have stretched my strength unto its limits 

To satisfy the heart of him who loves thee: 

In proof whereof, did I not give up thee, 

Because he loved thee? I have given him all things 
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Body or spirit could desire or have. 

And even, at this moment, now he reigns 

King of the sun, and monarch of the seven 
Orbs that surround him—leaving earth alone— 
The earth is in good keeping as it is. 

J know that he is hasting hither now ; 

But may not see thee living. 


ELISSA. 


It is not thou 
Who takest life: it is God, whose I shall be !— 
And his, with God, whom here my heart Deifies. 
I glory in his power as in his love. 
But I will, will see him, while I am alive. 
-T hear him! he is come! it is he! it is he! 


LUCIFER. 
Die! thou shalt never look on him again! 
ELISSA. 
My love! haste, Festus! I am dying— 
LUCIFER. 


Dead ! 
A word could kill her. She hath gone to Heaven. 


FESTUS. 
Fiend! what is this? Elissa!—she is not dead. 
LUCIFER. 


She is. “I bade her die, as I had reason. 
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FESTUS. 


Now do I hate thee and renounce for ever !— 
Abhor thee—go! 


LUCIFER. 


| Who seeks the other first ? 
I am gone. [Goes, 


FESTUS. 


Away, Fiend! Leaveme! My Elissa!— 
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Scene—A Library—A Summer-night. 
FESTUS alone. 


The last high upward slant of sun on the trees, 
Like a dead soldier’s sword upon his pall, 
Seeras to console earth for the glory gone. 

Oh! I could weep to see the day die thus ; 
The death-bed of a day, how beautiful ! 

Linger, ye clouds, one moment longer there ; 
Fan it to slumber with your golden wings! 
Like pious prayers ye seem to soothe its end. 
It will wake no more till the all-revealing day ; 
When, like a drop of water, greatened bright 
Into a shadow, it shall shew itself 

With all its little tyrannous things and deeds, 
Unhomed and clear. The day hath gone to God,-— 
Straight, like an infant’s spirit, or a mocked 
And mourning messenger of grace to man. 
Would it had taken me too on its wing! 

My end is nigh. Would I might die outright $ 
And slip the coil without waiting it unwind. 
Who that hath lain lonely on a high hill, 

In the imperious silence of full noon, 

With nothing but the clear dark sky about him, 
Like God’s hand laid upon the head of earth— 
But hath expected that some natural spirit 
Should start out of the universal air— 

And, gathering his cloudy robe around him, 
As one in act to teach mysterious things, 
Explain that he must die ?—that having got 
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As high as earth can lift him up—as far 

Above that thing, the world, as flesh can mount— 
Over the tyrant wind, and the clouded lightning, 
And the round rainbow—and that having gained 
A loftier and a more mysterious beauty 

Of feeling—something like a starry darkness 
Seizing the soul—say he must die—and vanish ? 
Who hath not, at such moments, felt as now 

I feel, that to be happy we must die ? 

And here I rest—above the world and its ways; 
The wind, opinion—and the rainbow, beauty— 
And the thunder, superstition—I am free 

Of all:—save death, what want I to be happy? 
And shall I leave no trace, then, of my life ? 

The soul begetteth shadows of itself 

Which do outlive their author; and are more 
Substantial than all nature, and the red 

Realities of flesh and blood, as echo __ 

Is longer, louder, further than the voice _ 

Of man can thunder, or his ear report. 

And oft the world hath Deified its echoes. 

A year !—and who shall find them? Can it be 


The mind’s works have been deathless—not the mind ? 


Or will the world’s immortals die with me 2— 
The sages, and the heroes, and the bards,— 
Whose verse set to the thunder of the seas, 
Seems as immortal as their ceaseless music ! 
O God! I fain would deem Thou livest not: 


And that this world hath sprung up from chance seed, 


Unknown to Thee ; and is not reckoned on. 
Hell solves all doubts.—Come to me, Lucifer! 


LUCIFER. 


Lo! I am here: and ever prompt when called for. 
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How speed thy genera! pleasures ? 
FESTUS. 


Bravely! Joys 
Are bubble-like—what makes them, bursts them, too. 
And like the milky way, there! dim with stars, 
The soul which numbers most will shine the less. 


LUCIFER. 
No matter—mind it not ! 


FESTUS, 


Yet, joys of earth! 
That ye should ruin spirits is too hard. 
Who can avoid ye ? who can say ye nay ? 
Or take his eyes from off ye ? who so chaste ? 


LUCIFER. 
They have well-nigh unimmortalized myself. 
FESTUS, 


Yet have they nought to sate the pining spirit 
Which doth enamour immortality. 

No! they are all base, impure, ruinous— 
The harlots of the heart. Forgive me, God ! 
I am getting too forlorn to live—too waste. 
Aught that I can or do love, shoots by me, 
Like a train upon aniron road. And yet 

I need not now reproach mine arm or aim ; 


ew 
ad 
=I 


FESTUS. oo 


For I have winged each pleasure as it flew, 

How swift or high soever in its flight. 

We cannot live alone. The heart must have 

A prop without, or it will fall and break. 

But nature’s common joys are common cheats. 

As he who sails southwards, beholds, each night, 
New constellations rise, all clear, and fair; 

So, over the waters of the world, as we 

Reach the mid zone of life, or go beyond, 

Beauty and bounty still beset our course ; 

New beauties wait upon us every where; 

New lights enlighten and new worlds attract. 

But I have seen and I have done with all. 
Friendship hath passed me like a ship at sea; 
And I have seen no more of it. Ihad 

A friend with whom, in boyhood, I was wont 

To learn, think, Jaugh, weep, strive, and love, together ; 
For we were alway rivals in all things— 
Together up high springy hills, to trace 

A runnel to its birthplace ; to pursue 

A river; to search, haunt old ruined towers, 

And muse in them ; to scale the cloud-clad hills 
While thunders murmured in our very ear ; 

Te leap the lair of the live cataract, 

And pray its foaming pardon for the insult ; 

To dare the broken tree-bridge across the stream ; 
To crouch behind the broad white waterfall, 
Tongue of the glen, like to a hidden thought— 
Dazzled, and deafened, yet the more delighted ; 
To reach the rock which makes the fall and pool ; 
There to feel safe, or not to care if not ; 

To fling the free foot over my native hills, 
Which seemed to breathe the bracing brecze we loved, 


The more it lifted up our loosened locks 
cae. 
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That nought might be between us and the skies; 

Or, hand in hand, leap, laughing, with closed eyes, 

In Trent’s death-loving deeps ; yet was she kind 

Ever to us; and bare us buoyant up, 

And followed our young strokes, and cheered us on— 

Even as an elder sister bending above 

A child, to teach it how to order its feet-— 

As quick we dashed, in reckless rivalry, 

To reach, perchance, some long green floating flag— 

Just when the sun’s hot lip first touched the stream, 

Reddening to be so kiased ; and we rejoiced, 

As breasting it on we went over depth and death, 

Strong in the naked strife of elements, 

Toving with danger in as little fear 7 

As with a maiden’s ringlets. And oft, at night, 

Bewildered and bewitched by favourite stars, 

We would breathe ourselyes amid unfooted snows, 

For there is poetry where aught is pure ; 

Or over the still dark heath, leap along, like a 

Through the broad moonlight; for we felt wherever 

We leapt the golden gorse, or lowly ling, 

We could not be from home.—That friend is gone. ' 

There’s the whole universe before our souls. 

Where shall we meet next? Shall we meet again? 

Oh! might it be in some far happy world, 

That I may light upon his lonely soul, 

— by some broad blue stream, where high the hills, 
W ood-bearded, sweep to its brink—musing, as wont, 

With lovelike sadness, upon sacred things ; 

For much in youth we loved and mused on them. 

To say what ought to be to human wills, 

And measure morals sternly; to explore 

The bearings of men’s duties and desires ; 

To note the nature and the laws of mind ; 
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To balance good with evil; and compare 

The nature and necessity of each ; 

To long to see the ends and end of things; 

Or if no end there be, the endless, then, 

As suns look into space; these were our joys— 
Our hopes—our meditations—our attempts. 
And if [ have enjoyed more love than others, 
It is but superior suffering, and is more 

Than balanced by the loss of one we love. 

And love, itself, hath passed. One fond fair girl 
Remains; one only, and she loves me still. 

But it is not love I feel: it is pure kindness. 
How shall I find another like my last ? 

The golden and the gorgeous loveliness— — 

A sunset beauty! Ah! I saw it set. 

My heart, alas! set with it. I have drained 
Life of all love,. as doth.an iron rod 

The Heavens of lightning ; I have done with it, 
And all its waking woes, and dreamed of joys. 
No more shall beauty star the air I live in; 
And no more will .I wake at dead of night, 
And hearken to the roaring of the wind, 

As though it came to carry one away— 
Claiming for sin. Ah! Iam lost for ever. 

To earn the world’s delights by equal sins, 
Seems the great aim of life—the aim succeeds. 
Here it is madness, and perdition there. 

And, but for thee, I had renounced these joys— 
These cursed joys my soul now writhes among, 
Like to a half-crushed reptile on a rose :— 
Ay, but for thee, I might have now been happy ! 


LUCIFER. 


Why charge, why wrong me thus? When first I knew thee, 
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I deemed it thine ambition to be damned. 

Thine every thought, almost, had gone from good, 
As far as finite is from infinite ; | 
And then thou wast as near to me as now. 

Thou hadst declined in worship, and in wish 

To please thy God; nor wouldst thou ever repent. 
What more necd I to justify attempt ? 

Have I shrunk back from granting aught I promised ? 
Thy love of knowledge—is that satisfied ? 
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Itis. Yet knowledge is a doubtful boon— 
Root of all good and fruit of all that’s bad. 


LUCIFER. 
Thou canst not have lacked joys? 
FESTUS, 


We seck them oft 
Among our own delusions, pains and follies. 


LUCIFER. 


H{ath not care perished from thy heart, as did 
The viper flung from the apostle’s hand ? 


FESTUS. 
Ay; and, like that, all care will cease in fire. 
LUCIFER. 


Hast thou not had thine every quest ? 
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FESTUS, 
Save one. 


LUCIFER. 


I proffer now the power which thou dost long for. 
Say but the word, and thou shalt press a throne | 
But less than mine—the scarcely less than God’s,— 
A throne, at which earth's puny potentates 

May sue for slavedoms—and be satisfied. 


‘FESTUS, 


I have had enough of the infinities : 
I am moderate now. I will have the throne of earth. 


LUCIFER. 
Thou shalt. Yet, mind !—with that, the world must end. 


FESTUS. 


T will not have it, then. 
LUCIFER. 


It matters not; 
I know thou never wilt have ease at heart 
Until thou hast thy soul’s whole, full desire. 
Whenever that may happen, all is done. 


FESTUS. 


Well, then—be it now! [live but for myself— 
The whole world but for me. Friends, loves, and al! 
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I sought, abandon me. It is time to die. 
I am yet young; yet have I been deserted, 
And wronged, by those whom most I have loved and 
served. : | 
Sun! moon, and stars! may they all fall on me 
When next I trust another—man or woman ! 
All hearts are stronger for the being hollow. 
And that was why mine was no match for theirs. 
The pith is out of it now.—Lord of the world ! 
It will not directly perish ? : 


var 
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| LUCIFER. 


Not, perhaps.— 
Thou wilt have all fame, while thou livest, now. 


FESTUS. 


I care not: fame is folly: for, it is, sure, 
Far more to be well known of God than man. 
With all my sins I feel that I am God’s. 


LUCIFER. 
Farewell, then, for a time ! | [ Goes. 
FESTUS, 


I am alone.— 
Alone? Heclings around me like the clouds 
Upon a hill. When will the clouds roll off? 
When will sun visit me? O! Thou great God! 
In whose right hand the elements are atoms— __ 
In whose eye, light and darkness but a wink— 
Who, in thine anger, like a blast of cold, 
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Dost make the mountains shake like chattering teeth— - 
Have mercy! Pity me! For it is Thou | 
Who hast fixed me to this test. Walt Thou not save ? 
Forgive me, Father! but I long to die :— 

I long to live to Thee, a pure, free, mind. 

Take again, God! and thou, fair Earth! the form | 
And spirit which, at first, ye lent to me. - : : 
Such, as they were, I have used them. Let them part. 
I weary of this world ; and like the dove, : 
Urged over life’s barren flood, sweep, tired, back 

To Thee who sentest me forth. Bear with me, God ! 
I am not worthy of thy wrath, nor love !— 

Oh! that the things, which have been, were not now 
In memory’s resurrection! But the past 

Bears in her arms the present and the future. 

And what can perish while perdition is ? 

From the hot, angry, crowding courts of doubt, 
Within the breast, it is sweet to escape, and soothe 
The soul in looking upon natural beauty. 

Oh! earth, like man her son, is half divine ! 

There is not a leaf within this quiet spot, 

But which I seem to know; and should miss, if gone. 

I could run over its features, hour by hour. 

The quaintly figured beds; the various flowers— 

The mazy paths all cunningly converged— 

The black yew-hedge, like a beleaguering host, 
Round some fair garden province—here and there, 
The cloud-like laurel clumps sleep, soft and fast, 
Pillowed by their own shadows—and beyond, 

The ripe and ruddy fruitage—the sharp firs’ 

Fringe, like an eyelash, on the faint-blue west— 

The white owl, wheeling from the grey old church,— 
Its age-pealed pinnacles, and tufted top— 

The oaks, which spread their broad arms in the blast, 
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And bid storms come, and welcome ; there they stand, 
To whom a summer passes like a smile ! | 

And the proud peacock towers himself there, and screams, 
Ruffling the imperial purple of his neck. . | 
O’er all, the giant poplars, which maintain 

Equality with clouds half way up heaven; - 

Which whisper with the winds none else can see, 
And bow to angels as they wing by them— 

The lonely, bowery, woodland view before— . 

And, making all more beautiful, thou sweet moon, 
Leading slow pomp as triumphing over Heaven ! 
High riding in thy loveless, deathless brightness, 
And in thy cold unconquerable beauty, 

As though there were nothing worthy in the world 
Even to lie below thee, face to God!: |. .. |. °°, 
And Night, in her own name, and God's again,. 
Hath dipped the earth in lew ;—and there ghe lies, — 
Even like a heart all trembling with delight, be cl 
Till passion murder power to.speak—so mute. oA 
Young maiden moon! just looming into light—. 

I would that aspect never might be changed ; 

Nor that fine form, so spirit-like, be spoiled . 

With fuller light! Oh! keep that brilliant shape! « 
Keep the delicious honour of thy youth, - 
Sweet sister of the sun, more beauteeus thou . - : i 
Than he sublime! Shine on, nor dread decay ! - 

It may take meaner things; but thy bright look,.. 
Smiling away an immortality, =. 6 2 | pee el | 
Assures it us—nay it seems, half, to give, a ee, ee 
Iearth may decease. God. will not part with thee!l.,; . | 
Yes, earth, this earth may foul the face of life. . «9: * 
Like some swart mole on. beauty’s breast—or. dead, . 
Stiff, mangled reptile, some clear well—while thou 
Shalt shine, aye brilliant, on creation’s corse, . 


- 
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Like to a diamond on a dead man’s hand ; 
Whence God shall pluck thee to His breast ; or bid 
Beam mid His Jightning locks, What are earth’s joys 
To watching thee, tending thy bright flock over 
The fields of Heaven? Thy light misleadeth not, 
Though eyes which image Heaven oft lure to Hell] :— 
Thy smile betrayeth not—though sweet as that 
- Which wins and damns. Mother, and maid of Jight ! 
That, like a God, redcems the world to Heaven— 
Making us one with thee, and with the sun, 

And with the stars, in glory—lovely moon! 

I am immortal as thyself; and we 

Shall look upon each other, yet in Heaven, 
Often—but never, never more on earth. 

Am I to die sosoon? This death !—the thought 
Comes on my heart as through a burning glass. 

I cannot bend mine eyes to earth, but thence 

It riseth, spectre-like, to mock—nor towards 

The west, where sunset is, whose long bright pomp | 
Makes men in love with change—but there it lowers 
Eve’s last, still lingering, darkening, cloud ; and on 
The escutcheon of the morn, it 1s there—it is there ! 
But fears will come upon the bravest mind, 

Like the white moon upon the crimson west. 
I have attractions for all miseries: 

And every course of thought, within my heart, 
Leaves a new layer of woe. But it must end. 

It will all be one, hereafter. . Let it be! | , 
My boson, like the grave, holds all quenched passions. 
It is not that I have not found what I sought— 
But, that the world—tush! I shall see it die. 
I hate, and shall outlive the hypocrite. 
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Scene—A Gathering of Kings and Peoples. 


FEsTUS throned, 


Princes and Peoples! Powers once, of earth! 

It suits not that I point to ye the path 

By which I reached this sole supreme domain— 
This mountain of all mortal might. Enough, 

That I am monarch of the world—the world. 

Let all acknowledge loyally, my laws, 

And love me as I them love! It will be best. 

No rise against me can stand. I rule of God; 

And am God's sceptre here. Think not the world | 
Is greater than my might—less than my love— 
Or that it stretcheth further than mine arm! 
Kings! ye are Kings no longer. Cast your crowns 
Here—for my footstool. EXvery power is mine. 
Nobles! be first in honour! Ye, too, lose 

Your place, in place: retrieve yourselves in good ! 
Peoples! be mighty in obedience! 

Let each one labour for the common weal! 

Be every man a people in his mind. 

Kings! nobles! nations! love me, and obey! 

1 need no aid—no arms. Burn books—break swords! 
The world shall rest, and moss itself with peace. 
Stand forth, and speak, sole servant of my throne! 
If aught thou hast to settle, and explain— 

Or send away these nations to their homes. 


LUCIFER. 


Ye mighty once! ye many weak, give ear! 
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I and my god—for god he sure he must be, 

In human form, who sitteth there enthroned— 

For readier rule, and for the good of all, 

Have cast again the dynasties of earth 

According to the courses of the air:— 

Therefore, from east, and west, and north, and south, 
Four element-like ministers shall bend 

Before his feet. Hearken, thou unkinged crowd ! 
Ye have not sought the good of those ye governed. 
The people only for the people care. 

Ye seem to have thought earth but a ball for kings 
To play with: rolling the royal bauble, empire, 

Now east—now west. Your hour and power is past. 
Ye are the very vainest of mankind, 

As loftiest things weigh lightest. Ye are gone! 
Nations, away with them! Nor do ye boast! 

Ye find that power means not good, not bliss. 

But ye would wed delusion:—now, ye know her. 
And she is yours for life—and death—and judgment. 
There is no power, nor majesty, save his: 

His is the kingdom of the world and glory. 

His throne is founded centre-deep by Heaven; 

And the whole earth doth bless him. Unto all 

He hath laid out one perfect level law— 

His will. For, as the people cannnot rule 
Themselves, so neither may a crowd of kings: 

And hence hath been the evil of the earth— 

Now ceased for ever. War will be no more. 

His is the sway of social sovereign peace : 

His tyranny is love and good to all:— eo 
His is the vice-royed, vouched-safe, sway of God :— 
And he will turn the world, at will; as light 
Turneth the world round. Greet your Lord, and go !— 


Depart ye nations !— ao ‘ 
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FESTUS. 
Hark! thou fiend! dost hear ? 


LUCIFER. 


' t . yo. * t 


mow 


Ay! it is the death-groan of the sons | of men— 
Thy subjects—King ! : | 


FESTUS. 
Why hadst thou this so soon? 
: chee 
It is God who brings it all about—not I. 
‘Festus. 


I am not ay anaet shall notbe! = .«- - ; 


LUCIFER. 


I cannot help it, monarch! and—it is ! 
Hast not had time for good? CO ‘ 


FESTUS. 
One day—perchance. 
LUCIFER. 
Then hold that day as an eternity. 


FESTUS. 


All around me die. The earth is one great death-bed- 
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CLARA. 


Oh! save me, Festus! I have fled to thee, 
Through all the countless nations of yon dead— 
For well I knew it was thou who sattest there, 
To die with thee, if that thou art not death : 
And if thou wert, I would not shrink from thee. 
I am thine own, own Clara! 


_ FESTUS. 
Thou - safe ! 
CLARA, 
Men thought I was an angel, as I passed ; 
And caught up at my feet—but I scaped all. 


I knew—I was sure, that I should die by thee. 
The heart is a true oracle—I knew it! 


_ FESTUS. 
Then there is faith among these mortals yet. 


Thy beauty cometh first, and goeth last— 
Willow-like. Welcome! 


"CLARA. 
Oh! Iam so happy! 
FESTUS. 


I speak of thee as of the dead ;—the dead 
Are alway faithful. 
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CLARA. 


I will stay with thee—. c 
Though angels beckon—may I? Let me, love! 
I dare not—cannot, take mine eyes from thee, 
For fear of looking on the dead. O, Festus! 
< : = So ‘a 

FESTUS. 


Thou art the only one hast answered me, 
Love to love—life to life. 


CLARA. 


Oh! Iam dying !— 
Give me one kiss—the kiss of life and death— 
The only taste of earth I will take to Heaven. 
Here! let me die, die in it! -  .. [Dies 
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Last and best! 
Now am I one, again. Oh! memory runs __.. f 
To madness, like a river to the sea. : 
Happy as Heaven have I been with thee, love! , _ 
Thine innocent heart hath passed through a pure life, 
Like a white dove, sun-tipped, through the blue sky. 
A better heart God never saved in Heaven. 
She died as all the guod die—blessing—hoping ! 
There are some hearts, aloe-like, flower once, and die ;— 
And hers was of them. Ah! all life bath ceased. 
And silence reads the dead world’s burial tale. 
And Death sits quivering, there, and watering, «| .‘' 
His great gaunt jaw at me. When must I die? , - 


FESTUS. Sol 
LUCIFER. 
Say ! dost thou feel to be mortal, or immortal ? 
FESTUS. 


Away !—and let me die alone. 


LUCIFER. 
I go:— 
And I will come again: but spare thee, now, 
One hour, to think— [ Goes, 
“FESTUS, 


On all things. God, my God! 
One hour to sum a life’s iniquities !— . 
One hour to fit me for eternity— 
To make me up for judgment and for God !— 
Only one hour to curse thee! Nay, for that, 
There may be endless hours. God! I despair,— 
And Iam dying. Let me hold my breath ! 
I know not if I ever may draw another. 
I feel Death blowing hard at the lamp of life. 
My heart feels filling like a sinking boat; | 
It will soon be down—down., What will come of me ? 
It is as I always wished it ;—I shall die 
In darkness, and in silence, and alone. 
Even my last wish is petted. God! I thank Thee; - 
It is the earnest of Thy coming—-what ? 
Forgiveness? Let it be so: for I know not 
What I have done to merit endless pain. 
Is pleasure crime? Forbid it, God of bliss! 


352 FESTUS. 


Who spurn at this world’s pleasures, lie to God ; 
And shew they are not worthy of the next. 

What are Thy joys we know not—nor can we 

Come near Thee, in Thy power, nor truth, nor justice ; 
The nearest point wherein we come towards Thee, 
Is loving—making love—and being happy. 

Thou wilt not chronicle our sandlike sins ; 

For sin is small, and mean, and barren. Good, 
Only, is great, and generous, and fruitful. 

Number the mountains, not the sands, O God! 

God will not look as we do on our deeds ; 

Nor yet as others. If He more condemn, 

Shall He not more approve? A few fair deeds 
Bedeck my life, like gilded cherubs on 

A tomb, beneath which lies dust, decay, and darkness. 
But each is better than the other thinks. 

Thank God! man is not to be Judged by man ;— 
Or, man by man, the world would damn itself. 

What doI see? It isthe dead. They rise 

In clouds! and clouds come sweeping from all sides, 
Upwards to God! and now they all are gone— 
Gone, in a moment, to eternity. 

But there is something near me. 


SPIRIT. 
It is J. 


FESTUS, 


Go on! I follow, when it is my time. 

There is no shadow on the face of life : 

It is the noon of fate. Why may not I die? 
Methinks I shall have yet to slay myself. 
Iam calm now. Can this be the same heart 


FESTUS 3.903 


Which, when it did sleep, slept from dizziness, 

And pure rapidity of passion, like 

The centre circlet of the whirlpool’s wheel ? 

The earth is breaking up; and things are thawing. 
River and mountain melt into their atoms: 

A little time, and atoms will be alL 

Oh! thou Hereafter! on whose shore I stand— 
Waiting each toppling moment to engulph me— 
What am I? Say, thou Present!—say, thou Past ! 

Ye three wise children of Eternity ! 

A life ?—a death ?—and an immortal ?—all ? - 

Is this the threefold mystery of man ? 

The lower, darker Trinity of earth ? 

It is vain to ask. Nought answers me—not Gad. - 

The air grows thick and dark. The sky comes down.’ - 
The sun draws round him streaky clouds, like God 
Gleaning up wrath. ' Hope hath leapt off ny heart, 
And overturned it. I am bound to die. 

God why wilt Thou not save? The great round world, | 
Hath wasted to a column beneath my feet. 

I will hurl me off it, then; and search the depth 

Of space, in this one infinite plunge !—Farewell, 

To Earth, and Heaven, and God! Doom! spread thy lap! 
I come—I come ! 


GOD. 
Forbear ! 
FESTUS. 
_ Tam God's! 
GOD. 


Man, die ! 


ey / 


OOE FESTUS. 


Scen: —The Heaven of Heavens. 
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RECORDING ANGEL, 


All men are judged save one. 
SON OF GOD. 


‘He too is saved. 
Immortal! I have saved thy soul.to Heaven. 
Come hither! All hearts bare themselves to me, 
As clouds unbind their bosoms to the sun. 
And thine was wealthy in the gifts of good. 
And, if its guilt and glory lay in love, 
Let light outweigh the darkness! Thou art saved! 


SAINTS. 
Rejoice ! Rejoice ! 
= FESTUS. | 
Could ¥, Lord ! pour my soul out, 


In thanks, even as a river rolling ever, = | 
It would be too scant for what I owe to ‘Thee. 


‘SON OF COD. 


Nay; immortality is long enough, 

As life, or as a moment is, to shew 

Thy love of good; thy thanks to me and God! 

One heart-throb sometimes earneth Heaven—one tear. 


FESTUS, BIO 
FESTUS. 


My Maker! let me thank Thee, I have lived ; 

And live, a deathless witness of Thy grace. 

And Thee, the IToly One, who hast chosen me, 

From old eternity, while yet I lay 

Hid, like a thought in God, unuttered—Thou, 

Who makest finite full with the Infinite, 

As is a womb with an immortal spirit, 

Oh ! let me thank Thee that I witness to Thee! 

And Thou, mid-God ! my Saviour, and my Judge ! 

Sun of the soul, whose day is now all noon— 

Who makest of the universe one Heaven— | 

I praise Thee! Heaven doth praise Thee! God doth 
praise Thee ! a 

The Holy Ghost doth praise Thee! Praise Thyself! 


LUCIFER. 
Ts lie not mine ? 


GOD. 


Evil, away for aye! 
In the beginning, ere I bade things be ;— 
Or ever I begat the worlds on space, 
I knew of him, and saved him in my Son, 
Who now hath judged; for fraught with God-hood, He 
Yet feels the frailties of the things He has made ; 
And therefore can, like-feelingly, them judge. 
For I abide not sin; and in my Son 
There is no sin—not that He takes away, 
It is destroyed for ever and made nothing. 


SON OF GOD. 


Spirit, depart! this mortal loved me. 


DIG FESTUS 


With all his doubts, he never doubted God : 
But from doubt gathered truth, like snow from clouds, 
The most, and whitest, from the darkest. Go! 


LUCIFER. 


I leave thee, Festus. Here thou wilt be happy. 

To be in Heaven is to love for ever 

God—and thou must love here. Here thou wilt find 
All that thou canst and onghtst to love: for souls, 
Re-made of God, and moulded over again 

Into his sun-like emblems, multiply 

His might and love. The saved are suns, not earths: 
And with original glory shine of God. 

While I shall keep on deepening in my darkness, 
With not one gleam across the gloom of being. ° 


FESTUS. 


Tet us part, spirit! It may be, in the coming, 
That as we sometime were all worth God’s making, 
We may be worth forgiving ; taking back 

Into His bosom, pure again—and then, 

All shall be one with: Him, who is one in all. 


LUCIFER. 


Tt must be, then, that ] shall die. Farewell. 
Forgive me that I tempted thee ! , 


FESTUS. 


I am glad. 
[ Lucifer (o's. 


FESTUS. 
- SON OF GOD. 
Here ! come with me! 
FESTUS. 
But where are those I love ? 


sON OF GOD. 


Yon happy troop ! . 
FESTUS. 


Ah! blest ones, come to me! 
Loves of my heart, on earth; and soul, in Heaven ! 


Are ye all here, too, with me ? 


ALL. 
All! 
FESTUS. 
It is Pieicen: 
GOD. 


And Earth shall live again, and, like her sons, 
Have resurrection to a brighter being: | 

And shall waken, like a bride, or like a morning, 
With a long blush of love. to a new lite! 

Another race of souls shall rule in her; 

Creatures all loving, beautiful, and holy. 

Go, Angel! guide her as before through Heaven ! 


é 
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FESTUS. 


ANGEL OF EARTH. f? 


On! on, my world, again ! 

Away we fly, 

Through Heaven's blue plain, 
Like thought through the yee: 

I thank thee, God ! 

Ye angels, keep your Heaven ! 

I, Earth ! 
For that, with God I have striven, 


And have prevailed, 5 ag 
I come once more—. ., :.,,, 
I come to thee, Earth ! tp tye 
Like a ship to shore. . . A 
i, ee a a ; 
ANGEL. : | aed 


? (ft 


Come, let us join our souls into the sou " 
Of glory, which the Saved all sing, to God. 


THE SAVED. 


Father of goodness ! 

Son of love ! | en 
Spirit of comfort ! 

Be with us ! 

God who hast made us! 
God who hast saved * - 
God whio hast judged us!» 
Thee we praise. 
Heaven our spirits ! 
Hallow our hearts ! 

Let us have God-livht | 
Endlessly. 


Ours is the wide world, 


Ifeaven cn Heaven; 
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What have we done, Lord! 
Worthy this ? 

Oh! we have loved Thee ' 
That alone 

Maketh our glory, © - | 
Duty, meed. Sf os | 
Oh! we have loved Thee! 
Love we will, = - et gh 
Ever, and every , 
Soulofus! © © bo 
God of the gavedt-:. ° 
God of the tried! °°: mS 
God of the lost ones! °° 
Be with all! |: | ; 
Let us be near Thee 

Ever and aye! - 

Oh! Jet us love the 

Infinite ! | 


i) 
fie airs 


FESTUS. 


So, soul and song, begin and end in Heaven, 
Your birth-place and your everlasting home. 


, 


THE HOLY GHOST. 


Time there hath been when only God was all : 
And it shall be again., The hour.is named, : 
When seraph, cherub, angel, saint, man, fiend, 
Made pure, and unbelievably uplift . 

Above their present state—drawn up to God, 
Like dew into the air—shall be all Heaven; 
And all souls shall be in God, and shall be God, 
And nothing but God, be.» 


Bt) FESTUS. 


SON OF GOD. 
Let all be God's! 


GOD. 


World without end! and I am God alone 
The Aye, the Infinite, the Whole, the One! 
I only was—nor matter else, nor mind, 

The self-contained Perfection unconfined. 

I only am—in might and mercy one ; 

I live in all things and am closed in none. 

I only shall be—-when the worlds have done, 
My boundless Being will be but begun. 


THE END. 


ae 


L’ ENVOI. 


Read this, world! He who writes is dead to thee, 

But still lives in these leaves. He spake inspired: 

Night and day, thought came unhelped, undesired, 
Like blood to his heart. The course of study he 
Went through was of the soul-rack. The degree 

He took was high: it was wise wretchedness. 

He suffered: perfectly, and gained no less 
A prize than, in his own torn heart, to sce 

A few bright seeds: he sowed them—hoped them truth. 
The autumn of that seed is in these pages. 

God was with him; and bade old Time, to the uci 
Unclench his heart, and teach the book of ages. 

Peace to thee, world !—farewell! May God the Power, 
And God the Love—and God the Grace, be ours ! 
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